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STEPPING WESTWARD. 

While my fellow traveller and I were walking by the side of Loch 
Katrine, one fine evening after sunset, in our road to a hut where, in 
the course of our tour, we had been hospitably entertained some weeks 
before, we met, in one of the loneliest parts of that solitary region, two 
well-dressed women, one of whom said to us by way of greeting, 
•' What, you are stepping westward?" 



•'What, you are stepping westward?" "Yea." 

— • r would be a wildish destiny, 
If we, who thus together roam 
In a strange land, and far from home, 
Were in this place the guests of chance; 
Yet who would stop, or fear to advance, 
Though home or shelter he had none, 
With such a sky to lead him on ? 
The dewy ground was dark and cold; 
Behind, all gloomy to behold : 
And stepping westward seemed to be 
A kind of heavenly destiny : 
I liked the greeting ; 'twas a sound 
Of something without place and bound ; 
And seemed to give me spiritual right 
To travel through that region bright. 
The voice was soft, and she who spake 
Was walking by her native lake. 
. The salutation had to me 
The very sound of courtesy: 
Its power was felt ; and while my eye 
Was fixed upon the glowing sky, 
The echo of the voice enwrought 
A human sweetness with the thought 
Of travelling through the world that lay 
Before me in my endless way. 

Wordsworth. 



"Fear not; the miles to heaven are but few and short." 

Rutherford. 



"How shall I dp to love? Believe. How shall I do to believe? 
Love."— Leighton. 



"Always add, always walk, always proceed; neither stand still, 
nor go back, nor deviate; he that standeth still proceedeth not; he 
goeth back that continueth not; he deviateth that revolteth; he goeth 
better that creepeth in his way than he that moveth out of his way." — 
Augustine. 
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Jamtary 15, 183 1. 

HOW dreadfully old I am getting ! Sixteen ! Well, 
I don't see as I can help it. There it is in the 
big Bible in father's own hand : — 

"Katherine, born Jan. 15, 181 5." 

I meant to get up early this morning, but it looked 
dismally cold out of doors, and felt delightfully warm in 
bed. So I covered myself up, and made ever so many good 
resolutions. 

I determined, in the first place, to begin this Journal. To 
be sure, I have begun half a dozen, and got tired of them 
after a while. Not tired of writing them, but disgusted with 
what I had to say of myself. But this time I mean to go 
on, in spite of everything. It will do me good to read it 
over, and see what a creature I am. 

Then I resolved to do more to please mother than I have 
done. 

And I determined to make one more effort to conquer 
my hasty temper. I thought, too, I would be self-denying 
this winter, like the people one reads about in books. I 
fancied how surprised and pleased everybody would be to 
see me so much improved ! 

Time passed quickly amid these agreeable thoughts, and 
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I was quite startled to hear the bell ring for prayers. 
I jumped up in a great flurry, and dressed as quickly as I 
could. Everything conspired together to plague me. I 
could not find a clean collar, or a handkerchief. It is 
always just so. Susan is for ever poking my things into 
out-of-the-way places ! When at last I went down, they 
were all at breakfast. 

" I hoped you would celebrate your birthday, dear, by 
coming down in good season," said mother. 

I do hate to be found fault with, so I fired up in an instant. 

" If people hide my things so that I can't find them, of 
course I have to be late," I said. And I rather think I 
said it in a very cross way, for mother sighed a little. I 
wish mother wouldn't sigh. I would rather be called names 
out and out. 

The moment breakfast was over I had to hurry off to 
school. Just as I was going out*mother said, 

" Have you your overshoes, dear ? " 

" Oh, mother, don't hinder me ! I shall be late," I said. 
" I don't need overshoes." 

" It snowed all night, and I think you do need them," 
mother said. 

" I don't know where they are. I hate overshoes. Do 
let me go, mother," I cried. " I do wish I could ever have 
my own way." 

"You shall have it now, my child," mother said, and 
went away. 

Now, what was the use of her calling me "my child" 
in such a tone, I should like to know. 

I hurried off, and just as I got to the door of the school- 
room, it flashed into my mind that I had not said my 
prayers ! A nice way to begin on one's birthday to be 
gure 1 Well, I had not time. And perhaps my good reso- 
lutions pleased God almost as much as one of my rambling, 
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stupid prayers could. For I must own I can't make good 
prayers. I can't think of anything to say. I often wonder 
what mother finds to say when she is shut up by the hour 
together. 

I had a pretty good time at school. My teachers praised 
me, and Amelia seemed so fond of me ! She brought me a 
birthday present of a purse that she had knit for me herself, 
and a net for my hair. Nets are just coming into fashion. It 
will save a good deal of time my having this one. Instead 
of combing and combing and combing my old hair to get it 
glossy enough to suit mother, I can just give it one twist, 
and one squeeze, and the whole thing will be settled for 
the. day. 

Amelia wrote me a dear little note, with her presents. I 
do really believe she loves me dearly. It is so nice to have 
people love you! 

When I got home mother called me into her room. She 
looked as if she had been crying. She said I gave her a 
great deal of pain by my self-will and ill-temper and conceit. 

" Conceit ! " I screamed out. Gh, mother, if you only 
knew how horrid I think lam!" 

Mother smiled a little. Then she went on with her list till 
she made me out the worst creature in the world. I burst out 
crying, and was running off to my room, but she made me 
come back and hear the rest. She said my character would 
be essentially formed by the time I reached my twentieth 
year, and left it to me to say if I wished to be as a woman 
what I was now as a girl? I felt sulky, and would not answer. 
I was shocked to think I had got only four years in which to 
improve, but after all a good deal could be done in that time. 
Of course, I don't want to be always exactly what I am now. 

Mother went on to say that I had in me the elements of a 
fine character if I would only conquer some of my faults. 
"You are frank and truthful," she said, " and in some things 
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conscientious. I hope you are really a child of God, and ate 
trying to please Him. And it is my daily prayer that you 
may become a lovely, loving, useful woman." 

I made no answer. I wanted to say something, but my 
tongue wouldn't move. I was angry with mother, and angry 
with myself. At last everything came out all in a rush, mixed 
up with such floods of tears that I thought mother's heart 
would melt, and that she would take back what she had said. 

" Amelia's mother never talks so to her ! " I said. " She 
praises her, and tells her what a comfort she is to her. But 
just as I am trying as hard as I can to be good, and making 
resolutions, and all that, you scold me and discourage me!" 

Mother's voice was very soft and gentle as she asked, 

" Do you call this ' scolding,' my child?" 

"And I don't like to be called conceited," I went on. "I 
know I am perfectly horrid, and I am just as unhappy as I 
can be." 

" I am very sorry for you, dear," mother replied. " But 
you must bear with me. Other people will see your faults, 
but only your mother will have the courage to speak of them. 
Now go to your own room, and wipe away the traces of your 
tears that the rest of the family may not know that you have 
been crying on your birthday." She kissed me, but I did 
not kiss her. I really believe Satan himself hindered me. I 
ran across the hall to my room, slammed the door, and 
locked myself in. I was going to throw myself on the bed 
and cry till I was sick. Then I should look pale and tired, 
and they would all pity me. I do like so to be pitied ! But 
on the table, by the window, I saw a beautiful new desk in 
place of the old clumsy thing I had been spattering and 
spoiling so many years. A little note, full of love, said it 
was from mother, and begged me to read and reflect upon a 
few verses of a tastefully bound copy of the Bible which 
accompanied it, every day of my life. " A few verses " she 
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said, " carefully read and pondered, instead of a chapter or 
two read for mere form's sake." I looked at my desk, which 
contained exactly what I wanted, plenty of paper, seals, wax 
and pens. I always use wax. Wafers are vulgar. Then 
I opened the Bible at random, and lighted on these 
words : — 

" Watch, therefore, for ye know not what hour your Lord 
doth come." There was nothing very cheering in that. I 
felt a real repugnance to be always on the watch, thinking I 
might die at any moment. I am sure I am not fit to die. 
Besides, I want to have a good time, with nothing to worry 
me. I hope I shall live ever so long. Perhaps in the course 
of forty or fifty years I may get tired of this world and want 
to leave it. And I hope by that time, I shall be a great deal 
better than I am now and fit to go to heaven. 

I wrote a note to mother* on my new desk and thanked her 
for it. I told her she was the best mother in the world, and 
that I was the worst daughter. When it was done I did not 
like it, and so I wrote another. Then I went down to dinner 
and felt better. We had such a nice dinner ! Everything I 
like best was on the table. Mother had not forgotten one of 
all the dainties I like. Amelia was there too. Mother had in- 
vited her to give me a little surprise. It is bedtime now, and 
I must say my prayers, and go to bed. I have got all chilled 
through, writing here in the cold. I believe I will say my 
prayers in bed, just for this once. I do not feel sleepy, but 
I am sure I ought not to sit up another moment. 

Jan. 30. — Here I am at my desk once more. Ther e 

is a fire in my room, and mother is sitting by it, reading. I 
can't see what book it is, but I have no doubt it is Thomas 
a Kempis. How she can go on reading it so year after year. 
I cannot imagine. For my part, I like something new. But 
I must go back to where I left off. 



6 Stepping Heavenward. 

That night, when I stopped writing, I hurried to bed as fast 
as I could, for I felt cold and tired. I remember saying, 
" Oh, God, I am ashamed to pray ; " and then I began to 
think of all the things that had happened that day, and never 
knew another thing till the rising bell rang and I found it 
was morning. I am sure I did not mean to go to sleep. I 
think now it was wrong for me to be such a coward as to try 
to say my prayers in bed because of the cold. While I was 
writing I did not once think how I felt. Well, I jumped up 
as soon as I heard the bell, but found I had a dreadful pain 
in my side, and a cough. Susan says I coughed all night. I 
remembered then that I had just such a cough and just such 
a pain the last time I walked in the snow without over-shoes. 
I crept back to bed, feeling about as mean as I could. Mother 
sent up to know why I did not come down, and I had to own 
that I was sick. She came up directly, looking so anxious ! 
And here I have been shut up ever since ; only to-day I am 
sitting up a little. Poor mother has had trouble enough with 
me ; I know I have been cross and unreasonable, and it was 
all my own fault that I was ill. Another time I will do as 
mother says. 

• Jan. 31. — How easy it is to make good resolutions, 



and how easy it is to break them ! Just as I had got so far, 
yesterday, mother spoke for the third time about my exerting 
myself so much. And just at that moment I fainted away 
and she had a great time all alone there with me. I did not 
realize how long I had been writing, nor how weak I was. I 
do wonder if I shall ever really learn that mother knows more 
than I do ! 

Feb. 17. — It is more than a month since I. took that 

cold, and here I still am, shut up in the house. To be sure 
the doctor lets me go down stairs, but then he won't listen to 
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a word about school. Oh, dear ! All the girls will get ahead 
of me. 

This is Sunday, and everybody has gone to church. I 
thought I ought to make a good use of the time while they 
were gone, so I took the Memoir of Henry Martyn, and read 
a little in that. 

I am afraid I am not much like him. Then I knelt down 
and tried to pray. But my mind was full of all sort of things, 
so I thought I would wait till I was in a better frame. At 
noon I disputed with James about the name of an apple. He 
was very provoking, and said he was thankful he had not got 
such a temper as I had. I cried, and mother reproved him 
for teasing me, saying my illness had left me nervous and 
irritable. James replied that it had left me where it found 
me, then. I cried a good while, lying on the sofa, and then 
I fell asleep. I don't see as I am any the better for this Sun- 
day ; it has only made me feel unhappy and out of sorts. I 
am sure I pray to God to make me better, and why don't He ? 

Feb. 20. — It has been quite a mild day for the season, 

and the doctor said I might drive out I enjoyed getting the 
air very much. I feel just as well as ever, and long to get 
back to school. I think God has been very good to me in 
making me well again, and wish I loved Him better. But 
oh, I am not sure I do love Him ! I hate to own it to my- 
self, and to write it down here, but I will. I do not love to 
pray. I am always eager to get it over with and out of the 
way so as to have leisure to enjoy myself, I mean that this 
is usually so. This morning I cried a good deal while I was 
on my knees, and felt sorry for my quick temper and all my 
bad ways. If I always felt so, perhaps praying would not 
be such a task. I wish I knew whether anybody exactly as 
bad as I am ever got to heaven at last. I have read ever so 
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many memoirs, and they were all about people who were too 
good to live, and so died ; or else went on a mission ; I am 
not at all like any of them. 



March 26. — I have been so busy that I have not 

said much to you, you poor old journal you, have I ? Some- 
how, I have been behaving quite nicely lately , Everything 
has gone on exactly to my mind. Mother has not found 
fault with me once, and father has praised my drawings and 
seemed proud of me. He says he shall not tell me what my 
teachers say of me lest it should make me vain. And once 
or twice when he has met me singing and frisking about the 
house, he has kissed me and called me his dear little Flibberti- 
gibbet, if that's the way to spell it. When he says that, I 
know he is very fond of me. We are all very happy together 
when nothing goes wrong. In the long evenings we all sit 
around the table with our books and our work, and one of 
us reads aloud. Mother chooses the book and takes her turn 
in reading. She reads beautifully. Of course, the readings 
do not begin till the lessons are all learned. As to me, my 
lessons just take no time at all. I have only to read them 
over once, and there they are. So I have a good deal of time 
to read, and I devour all the poetry I can get hold of. I 
would rather read " Pollok's Course of Time," than read 
nothing at all. 

April 2. — There are three of mother's friends living 



near us, each having lots of little children. It is perfectly 
ridiculous how much those creatures are sick. They send for 
mother if so much as a pimple comes out on one of their 
faces. When I have children I don't mean to have such 
goings on, I shall be careful about what they eat, and keep 
them from getting cold, and they will keep well of their own 
accord, Mrs. Jones has just sent for mother to see her Tommy 
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It was so provoking. I had coaxed her into letting me have 
a black silk apron, they are all the fashion now, embroidered 
in floss silk. I had drawn a lovely vine for mine entirely out 
of my own head, and mother was going to arrange the pattern 
for me when that message came, and she had to go. I don't 
believe anything ails the child ! a great chubby thing ! 

April 3. — Poor Mrs. Jones ! Her dear little Tommy 

is dead ! I stayed at home from school to-day and had all 
the other children here to get them out of their mother's way. 

How dreadfully she must feel ! Mother cried when she told 
me how the dear little fellow suffered in his last moments. It 
reminded her of my little brothers who died in the same way, 
just before I was born. Dear mother ! I wonder I ever 
forget what troubles she has had, and am not always sweet 
and loving. She has gone now, where she always goes when 
she feels sad, straight to God. Of course she did not say so, 
but I know mother. 

April 25. — I have not been down in season once 

this week. I have persuaded mother to let me read some of 
Scott's novels, and have sat up late and been sleepy in the 
morning. I wish I could get along with mother as nicely as 
James does. He is late far oftener than I am, but he never 
gets into such scrapes about it as I do. This is what hap- 
pens. He comes down when it suits him. 

Mother begins. — " James, I am very much displeased with 
you." 

James. — " I should think you would be, mother." 

Mother, mollified. — " I don't think you deserve any 
breakfast." 

James, hypocritically. — " No, I don't think I do, 
mother." 

Then mother hurries off and gets something extra for hU 
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breakfast. Now let us see how things go on when I am 
late. 

Mother. — "Katherine" (she always calls me Katherine 
when she is displeased, and spells it with a K), " Katherine, 
you are late again; how can you annoy your father so?" 

Katherine. — " Of course I don't do it to annoy father or 
anybody else. But if I oversleep myself it is not my fault." 

Mother. — " I would go to bed at eight o'clock rather than 
be late as often as you. How should you like it if I were 
not down to prayers?" 

Katherine^ muttering. — " Of course, that is very different. 
I don't see why I should be blamed for over-sleeping any 
more than James. I get all the scoldings." 

Mother sighs and goes off. 

I prowl round and get what scraps of breakfast I can. 

May 1 2. — The weather is getting perfectly delicious. 

I am sitting with my window open, and my bird is singing 
with all his heart. I wish I was as gay as he is. 

I have been thinking lately that it was about time to begin 
on some of those pieces of self-denial I resolved on upon 
my birthday. I could not think of anything great enough 
for a long time. At last an idea popped into my head. 
Half the girls at school envy me because Amelia is so fond 
of me ; and Jane Underhill, in particular, is just crazy to 
get intimate with her. But I have kept Amelia all to my- 
self. To-day I said to her, " Amelia, Jane Underhill ad- 
mires you above all things. I have a good mind to let you 
be as intimate with her as you are with me. It will be a 
great piece of self-denial, but I think it is my duty. She is 
a stronger, and nobody seems to like her much." 

" You dear thing you !" cried Amelia, kissing me. " I 
liked Jane Underhill the moment I saw her. She has such 
a sweet face and such pleasant manners. But you are so 
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jealous that I never dared to show how I liked her. Don't 
be vexed, dearie ; if you are jealous it is your only fault V* 

She then rushed off, and I saw her kiss that girl exactly 
as she kisses me ! 

This was in recess. I went to my desk and made believe 
I was studying. Pretty soon Amelia came back. 

" She is a sweet girl," she said, "and only to think ! She 
writes poetry ! Just hear this ! It is a little poem ad- 
dressed to me. Isn't it nice of her?" 

I pretended not to hear her. I was as full of all sorts of 
horrid feelings as I could hold. It enraged me to think that 
Amelia, after all her professions of love to me, should snatch 
at the first chance of getting a new friend. Then I was 
mortified because I was enraged, and I could have torn 
myself to pieces for being such a fool as to let Amelia see 
how silly I was. 

" I don't know what to make of you, Katy," she said, 
putting her arms round me. " Have I done anything to 
vex you ? Come, let us make up and be friends, whatever 
it is. I will read you these sweet verses ; I am sure you 
will like them." 

She read them in her clear, pleasant voice. 
" How can you have the vanity to read such stuff?" I 
cried. 

Amelia coloured a little. 

" You have said and written much more flattering things 
to me," she replied. " Perhaps it has turned my head, and 
made me too ready to believe what other people say." She 
folded the paper, and put it into her pocket We walked 
home together, after school, as usual, but neither of us spoke 
a word. And now here I sit, unhappy enough. All my 
resolutions fail. But I did not think Amelia would take 
me at my word, and rush after that stuck-up, smirking 
piece ! 
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May 20. — I seem to have got back into all my bad 

ways again. Mother is quite out of patience with me. I 
have not prayed for a long time. It does not do any good. 

May 21. — It seems this Underhill thing is here for 

her health, though she looks as well as any of us. She is 
an orphan, and has been adopted by a rich old uncle, who 
makes a perfect fool of her. Such dresses and such finery 
as she wears! Last night she had Amelia there to tea, 
without inviting me, though she knows I am her best friend. 
She gave her a bracelet made of her own hair. I wonder 
Amelia's mother lets her accept presents from strangers. 
My mother would not let me. On the whole, there is no- 
body like one's own mother. Amelia has been cold and 
distant to me of late, but no matter what I do or say to my 
darling, precious mother, she is always kind and loving. 
She noticed how I moped to-day, and begged me to tell her 
what was the matter. I was ashamed to do that. I told 
her that it was a little quarrel I had had with Amelia. 

" Dear child," she said, " how I pity you that you have 
inherited my quick, irritable temper." 

" Yours, mother !" I cried out ; " what can you mean?'' 

Mother smiled a little at my surprise. 

" It is even so," she said. 

"Then how did you cure yourself of it? Tell me quick, 
mother, and let me cure myself of mine." 

" My dear Katy," she said, " I wish I could make you see 
that God is just as willing and just as able to sanctify, as 
He is to redeem us. It would save you so much weary, 
disappointing work. But God has opened my eyes at 
last." 

" I wish He would open mine, then," I said, " for all I 
see now is that I am just as horrid as I can be, and that the 
more I pray the worse I grow." 
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11 That is not true, dear," she replied ; " go on praying — 
pray without ceasing." 

I sat pulling my handkerchief this way and that, and at 
last rolled it up into a ball and threw it across the room. I 
wished I could toss my bad feelings into a corner with it. 

" I do wish I could make you love to pray, my darling 
child," mother went on. " If you only knew the strength, 
and the light, and the joy you might have for the simple 
asking. God attaches no conditions to His gifts. He only 
says, l AskP» 

" This may be true, but it is hard work to pray. It tires 
me. And I do wish there was some easy way of growing 
good. In fact I should like to have God send a sweet 
temper to me just as He sent bread and meat to Elijah. I 
don't believe Elijah had to kneel down and pray for them." 






II. 



June I. 

LAST Sunday Dr. Cabot preached to the young. - He 
first addressed those who knew they did not love 
God. It did not seem to me that I belonged to that class. 
Then he spoke to those who knew they did. I felt sure I 
was not one of those. Last of all he spoke affectionately to 
those who did not know what to think, and I was frightened 
and ashamed to feel tears running down my cheeks, when 
he said that he believed that most of his hearers who were 
in this doubtful state did really love their Master, only their 
love was something as new and as tender and perhaps as 
unobserved as the tiny point of green that, forcing its way 
through the earth, is yet unconscious of its own existence, 
but promises a thrifty plant. I don't suppose I express it 
very well, but I know what he meant. He then invited 
those belonging to each class to meet him on three succes- 
sive Saturday afternoons. I shall certainly go. 

Tuly 1 6. — I went to the meeting, and so did Amelia. 

A great many young people were there and a few children. 
Dr. Cabot went about from seat to seat, speaking to each 
one separately. When he came to us I expected he would 
say something about the way in which I had been brought 
up, and reproach me for not profiting more by the instruc- 
tions and example I had at home. Instead of that he said, 
in a, cheerful voice, 
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"Well, my dear, I cannot see into your heart and posi- 
tively tell whether there is love to God there or not But 
I suppose you have come here to-day in order to let me 
help you to find out?" 

I said, "Yes;" that was all I could get out. 

" Let me see, then," he went on. " Do you love your 
mother?" 

I said " Yes," once more. 

" But prove to me that you do. How do you know it ?'' 

I tried to think. Then I said. 

" I feel that I love her. I love to love her, I like to be 
with her. I like to hear people praise her. And I try — 
sometimes at least — to do things to please her. But I don't 
try half as hard as I ought, and I do and say a great many 
things to displease her." 

"Yes, yes," he said, "I know." 

" Has mother told you ?" I cried out. 

"No, dear, no, indeed. But I know what human nature 
is after having one of my own fifty years, and six of my 
children's to encounter." 

Somehow I felt more courage after he said that. 

" In the first place, then, you feel that you love your 
mother? But you never feel that you love your God and 
Saviour?" 

" I often try, and try, but I never do," I said 

" Love won't be forced," he said quickly. 

"Then what shall I do?" 

" In the second place, you like to be with your mother. 
But you never like to be with the Friend who loves you so 
much better than she does?" 

" I don't know ; I never was with Him. Sometimes I 
think that when Mary sat at His feet and heard Him talk, 
she must have been very happy." 

"We come to the third test, then. You like to hear 
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people praise your mother. And have you never rejoiced 
to hear the Lord magnified?" 

I shook my head, sorrowfully enough. 

" Let us then try the last test. You know you love your 
mother because you try to do things to please her. That is 
to do what you know she wishes you to do ? Very well. 
Have you never tried to do anything God wishes you 
to do?" 

" Oh yes ; often. But not so often as I ought." 

"Of course not. No one does that. But come now, 
why do you try to do what you think will please Him? 
Because it is easy ? Because you like to do what He likes 
rather than w T hat you like yourself?" 

" I tried to think, and got puzzled. 

" Never mind," said Dr. Cabot; " I have come now to the 
point I was aiming at You cannot prove to yourself that 
you love God by examining your feelings towards Him. 
They are indefinite and they fluctuate. But just as far as 
you obey Him, just so far, depend upon it, you love Him. 
It is not natural to us sinful, ungrateful human beings to 
prefer His pleasure to our own, or to follow His way instead 
of our own way, and nothing, nothing but love to Him can 
• or does make us obedient to Him." 

" Couldn't we obey Him from fear?" Amelia now asked. 
She had been listening all this time in silence. 

"Yes; and so you might obey your mother from fear, but 
only for a season. If you had no real love for her, you 
would gradually cease to dread her displeasure ; whereas it 
is in the very nature of love to grow stronger and more 
influential every hour." 

" You mean, then, that if we want to know whether we 
love God, we must find out whether we are obeying Him?" 
Amelia asked. 

"I mean exactly that. ' He that keepeth my command- 
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ments he it is that loveth me. 1 But I cannot talk with you 
any longer now. There are many others still waiting. You 
can come to see me some day next week, if you have any 
more questions to ask." 

When we got out into the street, Amelia and I got hoM 
of each other's hands. We did not speak a word till wc 
reached our door, but we knew that we were as good friends 
as ever. 

" I understand all Dr. Cabot said," Amelia whispered, 
as we separated. But I felt like one in a fog. I cannot sec 
how it is possible to love God and yet feel as stupid as I 
do when I think of Him. Still, I am determined to do one 
thing, and that is to pray regularly instead ot now and then, 
as I have got the habit of doing lately. 

■ July 25. — School has closed for the season. I took 



the first prize for drawing, and my composition was read 
aloud on examination day, and everybody praised it. 
Mother could not possibly help showing, in her face, that 
she was very much pleased. I am pleased myself. We are 
rTow getting ready to take a journey. I do not think I shall 
go to see Dr. Cabot again. My head is so full of other 
things, and there is so much to do before we go. I am 
having four new dresses made, and I can't imagine how to 
have them trimmed. I mean to run down to Amelia's and 
ask her. 

July 27. — I was rushing through the hall just after 

I wrote that, and met mother. 

" I am going to Amelia's," I said, hurrying past her. 

" Stop one minute, dear. Dr. Cabot is down stairs. He 
says he has been expecting a visit from you, and that as you. 
did not come to him, he has come to you." 

" I wish he would mind his own business," I said. 

c 
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" I think he is minding it, dear/' mother answered. u His 
Master's business, is his, and that has brought him here. Go 
to him, my darling child : I am sure you crave something 
better than prizes and compliments, and new dresses and 
journeys. ,, 

If anybody but mother had said that, my heart would 
have melted at once, and I should have gone right down to 
Dr. Cabot to be moulded in his hands to almost any shape. 
But as it was I brushed past her, ran into my room, and 
locked my door. Oh, what makes me act so? I hate 
myself for it, I don't want to do it ! 

Last week I dined with Mrs. Jones. Her little Tommy 
was very fond of me, and that, I suppose, makes her have 
me there so often. Lucy was at the table, and very fractious. 
She cried first for one thing and then for another. At last 
her mother, in a gentle, but very decided way, put her down 
from the table. Then she cried louder than ever. But when 
her mother offered to take her back if she would be good, 
she screamed yet more. She wanted to come and wouldn't 
let herself come. I almost hated her when I saw her act so, 
and now I am behaving ten times worse, and I am just as 
miserable as I can be, 

July 29. — Amelia has been here. She has had 

another talk with Ur. Cabot and is perfectly happy. She 
says it is so easy to be a Christian ! It may be easy for her; 
everything is. She never has any of my dreadful feelings, 
and does not understand them when I try to explain them 
to her. Well ! if I am fated to be miserable, I must try to 
bear it. 

Oct 3.— Summer is over, school has begun again, 

and I am so busy that I have not much time to think, or to 
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be low spirited. We had a delightful journey, and I feel 
well and bright, and even gay. I never enjoyed my studies 
as I do those of this year. Everything goes on pleasantly 
here at home. But James has gone away to school, and we 
miss him sadly. I do wish I had a sister. Though I dare 
say I should quarrel with her if I had. 



Oct. 23. — I am so glad that my studies are harder 

this year, as I am never happy except when every moment 
is occupied. However, I do not study all the time, by any 
means. Mrs. Gordon grows more and more fond of me, 
and has me there to dinner or to tea continually. She has 
a much higher opinion of me than mother has, and is always 
saying the sort of things that make you feel nice. She 
holds me up to Amelia as an example, begging her to imi- 
tate me in my fidelity about my lessons, and declaring there 
is nothing she so much desires as to have a daughter bright 
and original like me. Amelia only laughs, and goes and 
purrs in her mother's ears, when she hears such talk. It 
costs her nothing to be pleasant. She was born so. For 
my part, I think myself lucky to have such a friend. She 
gets along with my odd, hateful ways better than any one 
else does. Mother, when I boast of this, says she has no 
penetration into character, and that she would be fond of 
almost any one fond of her ; and that the fury with which 
I love her deserves some response. I really don't know 
what to make of mother. Most people are proud of their 
children when they see others admire them ; but she does 
say such pokey things ! Of course I know that having a gift 
for music, and a taste for drawing, and a reputation for 
saying witty, bright things isn't enough. But when she 
doesn't find fault with me, and nothing happens to keep 
me down, I am the gayest creature on earth. I do love to 
get with a lot of nice girls, and carry on ! I have got 
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enough fun in me to keep a houseful merry. And mother 
needn't say anything. I inherited it from her. 

Evening. — I knew it was coming ! Mother has 

been in to see what I was about, and to give me a bit of her 
mind. She says she loves to see me gay and cheerful, as is 
natural at my age, but that levity quite upsets and disorders 
the mind, indisposing it for serious thoughts. 

" But, mother," I said, " didn't you carry on when you 
were a young girl?" 

" Of course I did/' she said, smiling. " But I do not 
think I was quite so thoughtless as you are." 

" Thoughtless " indeed ! I wish I were ! But am I not 
always full of uneasy, reproachful thoughts when the moment 
of excitement is over ? Other girls, who seem less trifling 
than I, are really more so. Their heads are full of dress 
and parties and beaux, and all that sort of nonsense. I 
wonder if that ever worries their mothers, or whether mine 
is the only one who weeps in secret ? Well, I shall be young 
but once, and while I am, do let me have a good time ! 

Sunday. Nov. 20. — Oh, the difference between this 

day and the day I wrote that ! There are no good times in 
this dreadful world. I have hardly courage or strength to 
write down the history of the past few weeks. The day after 
I had deliberately made up my mind to enjoy myself, cost 
what it might, my dear father called me to him, kissed me, 
pulled my ears a little, and gave me some money. 

u We have had to keep you rather low in funds," he said, 
laughing. " But I recovered this amount yesterday, and as it 
was a little debt I had given up, I can spare it to you. For 
girls like pin-money, I know, and you may spend this just 
as you please." 

I was delighted. I want to take more drawing lessons, 
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but did not feel sure he could afford it. Besides — I am 
a little ashamed to write it down — I knew somebody had 
been praising me, or father would not have seemed so fond 
of me, I wondered who it was, and felt a good deal puffed 
up. " After all," I said to myself, " some people like me if 
f have got my faults." I threw my arms round his neck and 
kissed him, though that cost me a great effort. I never like 
to show what I feel. But, oh ! how thankful I am for it now. 

As to mother, I know father never goes out without 
kissing her good-bye. 

I went out with her to take a walk at three o'clock. We 
had just reached the corner of Orange Street, when I saw a 
carriage driving slowly towards us ; it appeared to be full of 
sailors. Then I saw our friend, Mr. Freeman, among them. 
When he saw us he jumped out and came up to us. I do 
not know what he said. I saw mother turn pale and catch 
at his arm as if she were afraid of falling. But she did not 
speak a word. 

" Oh ! Mr. Freeman, what is it ? " I cried out. " Has 
anything happened to father ? Is he hurt? Where is he ? " 

" He is in the carriage/ ' he said. " We are taking him 
home. He has had a fall." 

Then we went on in silence. The sailors were carrying 
father in as we reached the house. They laid him on the 
sofa, and we saw his poor head— 

Nov. 23. — I will try to write the rest now. Father 

was alive, but insensible. He had fallen down into the hold 
of the ship, and the sailors heard him groaning there. He 
lived three hours after they brought him home. Mr. Free- 
man and all our friends were very kind. But we liked best 
to be alone, we three, mother and James, and I. Poor 
mother looks twenty years older, but she is so patient, and 
so concerned for us, and has such a smile of welcome 
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for every one that comes in, that it breaks my heart to 
sec her. 

Nov. 25. — Mother spoke to me very seriously to- 
day, about controlling myself more. She said she knew this 
was my first real sorrow, and how hard it was to bear it. 
But that she was afraid I should become insane some time, 
if I indulged myself in such passions of grief. And she 
said, too, that when friends came to see us, full of sympathy, 
and eager to say or do something for our comfort, it was our 
duty to receive them with as much cheerfulness as possible. 

I said they, none of them, had anything to say that did 
not provoke me. 

" It is always a trying task to visit the afflicted," mother 
said, " and you make it doubly hard to your friends by 
putting on a gloomy, forbidding air, and by refusing to talk 
of your dear father, as if you were resolved to keep your 
sorrow all to yourself." 

" I can't smile when I am so unhappy," I said. 

A good many people have been here to-day. Mother has 
seen them all, though she looked ready to drop. Mrs. 
Bates said to me, in her little, weak, watery voice : 

" Your mother is wonderfully sustained, dear. I hope 
you feel reconciled to God's will. Rebellion is most dis- 
pleasing to Him, dear." 

I made no answer. It is very easy for people to preach. 
Let me see how they behave when they take their turn to 
lose their friends. 

Mrs. Morris said this was a very mysterious dispensation. 
But that she was happy to see that mother was meeting it 
with so much firmness. " As for myself," she went on, " I 
was quite broken down by my dear husband's death. I did 
not eat as much as would feed a bird, for nearly a week. But 
some people have so much feeling ; then, again, others are so 



Stepping Hcavanvvd. 23 

firm. Your mother is so busy talking with Mrs. March that 
I won't interrupt her to say good-bye. Well, I came pre- 
pared to suggest several things that I thought would comfort 
her, but perhaps she has thought of them herself." 

I could have knocked her down. Firm, indeed ! poor 
mother ! 

After they had all gone, I made her lie down, she looked 
so tired and worn out. 

Then I could not help telling her what Mrs. Morris had 
said. 

She only smiled a little, but said nothing. 

" I wish you would ever flare up, mother," I said. 

She smiled again, and said she had nothing to " flare up " 
about 

' « Then I shall do it for you ! " I cried. " To hear that 
namby-pamby woman, who is about as capable of under- 
standing you as an old cat, talking about your being firm ! 
You see what you get by being quiet and patient ! People 
would like you much better if you refused to be comforted, 
and wore a sad countenance." 

" Dear Katy," said mother, " it is not my first object in 
life to make people like me." 

By this time she looked so pale that I was frightened. 
Though she is so cheerful, and things go on much as they 
did before, I believe she has got her death-blow. If she has, 
then I hope I have got mine. And yet I am not fit to die. 
I wish I was, and I wish I could die. I have lost all inte- 
rest in everything, and don't care what becomes of me 

Nov. 23. — I believe I shall go crazy unless people 

stop coming here, hurling volleys of texts at mother and at 
me. When soldiers drop wounded on the battle-field, they 
are taken up tenderly and carried "to the rear," which 
means, I suppose, out of sight and sound. Is anybody mad 
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enough to suppose it will do them any good to hear Scrip- 
ture quoted — sermons launched at them before their open, 
bleeding wounds are staunched ? 

Mother assents, in a mild way, when I talk so, and says, 
" Yes, yes, we are indeed lying wounded on the battle-field 
of life, and in no condition to listen to any words save those 
of pity. But, dear Katy, we must interpret aright all the 
well-meant attempts of our friends to comfort us. They 
mean sympathy, however awkwardly they express it." 

And then she sighed, with a long, deep sigh, that told 
how it all wearied her. 

• Dec. 14. — Mother keeps saying I spend too much 



time in brooding over my sorrow. As for her, she seems 
to live in heaven. Not that she has long prosy talks about 
it, but little words that she lets drop now and then show 
where her thoughts are, and where she would like to be. 
She seems to think everybody is as eager to go there as 
she is. For my part, I am not eager at all. I can't make 
myself feel that it will be nice to sit in rows, all the time 
singing, fond as I am of music. And when I say to myself, 
" Of course we shall not always sit in rows singing," then 
I fancy a multitude of shadowy, phantom-like beings dressed 
in white, moving to and fro in golden streets, doing nothing 
in particular, and having a dreary time, without anything to 
look forward to. 

I told mother so. She said earnestly, and yet in her 
s.veetest, tenderest way, 

" Oh, my darling Katy ! What you need is such a living, 
personal love to Christ as shall make the thought of being 
where He is so delightful as to fill your mind with that 
single thought ! " 

What is " personal love to Christ ? " 

Oh, dear, dear ! Why need my father have been snatched 
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away from me, when so many 6ther girls have theirs spared 
to them ? He loved me so ! He indulged me so much I 
He was so proud of me ! What have I done that I should 
have this dreadful thing happen to me ? I shall never be 
as happy as I was before. Now I shall always be expecting 
trouble. Yes, I dare say mother will go next. Why shouldn't 
I brood over this sorrow ? I like to brood over it ; I like 
to think how wretched I am ; I like to have long, furious 
fits of crying, lying on my face on the bed. 

Jan. i, 1832. — People talk a great deal about the 

blessed effects of sorrow. But I do not see any good it 
has done me to lose my dear father, and as to mother she 
was good enough before. 

We are going to leave our pleasant home, where all of us 
children were born, and move into a house in an out-of-the 
way street By selling this, and renting a smaller one, 
mother hopes, with economy, to carry James through col- 
lege. And I must go to Miss Higgins* school because it is 
less expensive than Mr. Stone's. Miss Higgins, indeed ! 
I never could bear her ! A few months ago, how I should 
have cried and stormed at the idea of her school. But the 
great sorrow swallows up the little trial. 

I tried once more, this morning, as it is the first day of 
the year, to force myself to begin to love God. 

I want to do it ; I know I ought to do it ; but I cannot 
I go through the form of saying something that I try to pass 
off as praying, every day now. But I take no pleasure in it, 
as good people say they do, and as I am sure mother docs. 
Nobody could live in the house with her, and doubt that. 

Jan, 10. — We are in our new home now, and it is 

quite a cosy little place. James is at home for the long 
vacation, and we are together all the time I am out of 
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school. We study and sing together, and now and then, 
when we forget that dear father has gone, we are as full of 
fun as ever. If it is so nice to have a brother, what must 
it be to have a sister ! Dear old Jim ! He is the very 
pleasantest, dearest fellow in the world ! 

Jan. 15. — I have come to another birthday, and am 

seventeen. Mother has celebrated it just as usual, though 
I know all these anniversaries, which used to be so pleasant, 
must be sad days to her, now my dear father has gone. She 
has been cheerful and loving, and entered into all my plea- 
sures exactly as if nothing had happened. I wonder at myselt 
that I do not enter more into her sorrows, but though at 
times the remembrance of our loss overwhelms me, my 
natural elasticity soon makes me rise above and forget it. 
And I am absorbed with these school-days, that come one 
after another, in such quick succession that I am all the 
time running to keep up with them. And as long as I do 
that I forget that death has crossed our threshold, and may 
do it again. But to-night I feel very sad, and as if I would 
give almost anything to live in a world where nothing painful 
could happen. Somehow mother's pale face haunts and re- 
proaches me. I believe I will go to bed and to sleep as 
quickly as possible, and forget everything 



III. 

July 1 6. 

MY school-days are over ! I have come off with flying 
colours, and mother is pleased at my success. I said 
to her to-day that I should now have time to draw and prac- 
tice to my heart's content. 

" You will not find your heart content with either," she 
said. 

" Why, mother ! " I cried ; " I thought you liked to see me 
happy ! " 

" And so I do," she said quietly " But there is something 
better to get out of life than you have yet found." 

"I am sure I hope so," I returned. On the whole 
I haven't got much so far. 

Amelia is now on such terms with Jenny Underhill that 
I can hardly see one without seeing the other. After the 
way in which I have loved her, this seems rather hard. 
Sometimes I am angry about it, and sometimes grieved. 
However, I find Jenny quite nice. .She buys all the new 
books and lends them to me. I wish I liked more solid 
reading ; but I don't And I wish I were not so fond of 
novels ; but I am. If it were not for mother I should read 
nothing else. And I am sure I often feel quite stirred up 
by a' really good novel,' and admire and want to imitate 
every high-minded, noble character it describes. 

Jenny has a miniature of her brother "Charley" in 
a locket, which she always wears, and often shows me. 
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According to her, he is exactly like * the heroes I most 
admire in books. She says she knows he would like me 
if we should meet. But that is not probable. Very few 
like me. Amelia says it is because I say just what I think. 

Wednesday. — Mother pointed out to me this evening 

two lines from a book she was reading, with a significant 
smile that said they described me : 

" A frank, unchastened, generous creature, 
Whose faults and virtues stand in bold relief." 

" Dear me!" I said ; "so, then, I have some virtues 
after all!" 

And I really think I must have, for Jenny's brother, who 
has come here for the sake of being near her, seems to like 
me very much. Nobody ever liked me so much before, not 
even Amelia. But how foolish to write that down ! 

Thursday. — Jenny's brother has been here all the 

evening. He has the most perfect manners I ever saw. 
I am sure that mother, who thinks so much of such things, 
would be charmed with him. But she happened to be out, 
Mrs. Jones having sent for her to see about her baby. He 
gave me an account of his mother's death, and how he and 
Jenny nursed her day and night. He has a great deal of 
feeling. I was going to tell him about my father's death ; 
sorrow seems to bring people together so ; but I could not. 
Oh, if he had only had a sickness that needed our tender 
nursing, instead of being snatched from us in that sudden 
way! 



Sunday, Aug. 5. — Jenny's brother has been at our 

church all day. He walked home with me this afternoon. 
Mother, after being up all night with Mrs. Jones and her 
baby, was not able to go out 
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Dr. Cabot preaches as if we had all got to die pretty soon, 
or else have something almost as bad happen to us. How 
can old people always try to make young people feel un- 
comfortable, and as if things couldn't last ? 

Aug. 25. — Jenny says her brother is perfectly fas 

cinated with me, and that I must try to like him in return. 
I suppose mother would say my head was turned by my 
good fortune, but it is not. I am getting quite sober and 
serious. It is a great thing to be — to be — well — liked. I 
have seen some verses of his composition to-day that show 
that he is all heart and soul, and would make any sacrifice 
for one he loved. I could not like a man who did not pos- 
sess such sentiments as his. 

Perhaps mother would think I ought not to put such 
things into my journal. 

Jenny has thought of such a splendid plan ! What a dear 
little thing she is ! She and her brother are so much alike ! 
The plan is for us three girls, Jenny, Amelia, and myself, 
to form ourselves into a little class to read and to study 
together. She says " Charley " will direct our readings and 
help Us with our studies. It is perfectly delightful. 

September 1. — Somehow I forgot to tell mother that 

Mr. Underhill was to be our teacher. So when it came my 
turn to have the class meet here, she was not quite pleased. 
I told her she could stay in the room and watch us, and 
then she would see for herself that we all behaved ourselves. 

Sept. 19. — The class met at Amelia's to-night. 



Mother insisted on sending for me, though Mr. Underhill 
had proposed to see me home himself. So he staid after I 
left. It was not quite the thing in him, for he must see that 
Amelia is absolutely crazy about him. 
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Sept 28. — We met at Jenny's this evening. Amelia 

had a bad headache, and could not come. Jenny idled over 
her lessons, and at last took a book and began to read. I 
studied awhile with Mr. UnderhilL At last he said, scrib- 
bling something on a bit of paper, 

" Here is a sentence I hope you can translate." 

I took it, and read these words : 

" You are the brightest, prettiest, most warm-hearted" little 
thing in the world. And I love you more than tongue can 
tell. You must love me in the same way." 

I felt hot and then cold, and then glad and then sorry. 
But I pretended to laugh, and said I could not translate 
Greek. I shall have to tell mother, and what will she say ! 

Sept 29. — This morning mother begun thus : 

" Kate, I do notKke these lessons of yours. At your age, 
with your judgment quite unformed, it is not proper that 
you should spend so much time with a young man." 

" Jenny is always there, and Amelia," I replied. 

"That makes no difference. I wish the whole thing 
stopped. I do not know what I have been thinking of to 
let it go on so long. Mrs. Gordon says" — 

" Mrs. Gordon ! Ha ! " I burst out, " I knew Amelia 
was at the bottom of it ! Amelia is in love with him up to 
her very ears, and because he does not entirely neglect me, 
she has put her mother up to coming here, meddling and 
making" — 

" If what you say of Amelia is true, it is most ungenerous 
in you to tell of it. But I do not believe it. Amelia Gor- 
don has too much good sense to be carried away by a 
handsome face and agreeable manners." 

I began to cry. 

" He likes me," I got out, " he likes me ever so much. 
Nobody ever was so kind to me before. Nobody ever said 
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such nice things to me. And I don't want such horrid 
things said about him." 

" Has it really come to this ! " said mother, quite shocked. 
" Oh, my poor child, how my selfish sorrow has made me 
neglect you ! " 

I kept on crying. 

" Is it possible," she went on, " that with your good sense, 
and the education you have had, you are captivated by this 
mere boy ? " 

" He is not a boy," I said. " He is a man. He is twenty 
years old ; or at least he will be on the fifteenth of next 
October." 

" The child actually keeps his birthdays ! " cried mother. 
" Oh, my wicked, shameful carelessness ! " 

" It's done now," I said, desperately. " It is too late to 
help it now." 

"You don't mean that he has dared to say anything with- 
out consulting me ? " asked mother. "And that you have 
allowed it ! Oh, Katherine ! " 

By this time my mouth shut itself up, and no mortal force 
could open it. I stopped crying, and sat with folded arms. 
Mother said what she had to say, and then I came to you, 
my dear old journal. 

Yes, he likes me and I like him. 

Come now, let's out with it once for all. 

He loves me and I love him. 
. You are just a little bit too late, mother. 

Oct 1. — I never can write down all the things that 

have happened. The yery day after I wrote Jenny that 
mother had forbidden my going to the class, Charley came 
to see her, and they had a regular fight together. He has 
told me about it since. Then, as he could not prevail, his 
uncle wrote, told her it would be the making of Charley to 
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be settled down on one young lady instead of hovering from 
flower to flower, as he was doing now. Then Jenny came 
with her pretty ways, and cried, and told mother what a 
darling brother Charley was. She made a good deal, too, 
out of his having lost both father and mother, and needing 
my affection so much. Mother shut herself up, and I have 
no doubt prayed over it I really believe she prays over 
every new dress she buys. Then she sent for me and talked 
beautifully, and I behaved abominably. 

At last she said she would put us on one year's probation. 
Charley might spend one evening here every two weeks, 
when she should always be present. We were never to be 
seen together in public, nor would she allow us to correspond. 
If, at the end of the year, we were both as eager for it as we 
are now, she would consent to our engagement. Of course 
we shall be, so I consider myself as good as engaged now. 
Dear me ! how funny it seems ! 

Oct. 2. — Charley is not at all pleased with mother's 



terms, but no one would guess it from his manner to her 
His coming is always the signal for her trotting down stairs; 
he goes to meet her and offers her a chair, as if he was 
delighted to see her. We go on with the lessons, as this 
gives us a chance to sit pretty close together, and when I 
am writing my exercises and he corrects them, I rather think 
a few little things get on to the paper that sound nicely to 
us, but would not strike mother very agreeably. For instance, 
last night Charley wrote : 

" Is your mother never sick ? A nice little headache or 
two would be so convenient to us 1 " 

And I wrote back : 

" You dear old horrid thing ! How can you be so selfish ? " 

-. yan. is, 1833.— I have been trying to think whether 
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I am any happier to-day than I was at this time a year ago. 
If I am not, I suppose it is the tantalizing way in which I 
am placed in regard to Charley. We have so much to say 
to each other that we can't say before mother, and that we 
cannot say in writing, because a correspondence is one of 
the forbidden things. He says he entered into no contract 
not to write, and keeps slipping little notes into my hand ; 
but I don't think that quite right Mother hears us arguing 
and disputing about it, though she does not know the subject 
under discussion, and to-day she said to me : 

" I would not argue with him, if I were you. He never 
will yield." 

" But it is a case of conscience," I said, " and he ought 
to yield." 

" There is no obstinacy like that of a f ," she began, 

and stopped short. 

" Oh, you may as well finish it !" I cried. " I know you 
think him a fool." 

Then mother burst out : 

" Oh, my child," she said, " before it is too late, do be 
persuaded by me to give up this whole thing. I shrink from 
paining or offending you, but it is my duty, as your mother, 
to warn you against a marriage that will make shipwreck of 
your happiness." 

" Marriage I " I fairly shrieked out. That is the last thing 
I have ever thought of. I felt a chili creep over me. All 
I had wanted was to have Charley come here every day, take 
me out now and then, and care for nobody else. 

"Yes, marriage /" mother repeated. "For what is the 
meaning of an engagement if marriage is not to follow? 
How can you fail to see, what I see, oh ! so plainly, that 
Charley Underhill never, never can meet the requirements of 
your soul. You are captivated by what girls of your age 
call beauty, regular features, a fair complexion, and soft eyes. 
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His flatteries delude, and his professions of affection gratify 
you. You do not see that he is shallow, and conceited, and 
selfish, and " 

" Oh, mother 1 How can you be so unjust ? His whole 
study seems to be to please others. " 

"Seems to be — that is true," she replied. "His ruling 
passion is love of admiration ; the little pleasing acts that 
attract you are so many traps set to catch the attention and 
the favourable opinion of those about him. He has not one 
honest desire to please because it is right to be pleasing. Oh, 
my precious child, what a fatal mistake you are making in 
relying on your own judgment in this, the most important of 
earthly decisions ! " 

I felt very angry. 

" I thought the Bible forbids backbiting," I said. 

Mother made no reply, except by a look which said about 
a hundred and forty different things. And then I came up 
here and wrote some poetry, which was very good (for me), 
though I don't suppose she would think so. 

-Oct. i. — The year of probation is over, and I have 



nothing to do now but to be happy. But being engaged is 
not half so nice as I expected it would be. I suppose it is 
owing to my being obliged to defy mother's judgment in 
order to gratify my own. People say she has great insight 
into character, and sees, at a glance, what others only learn 
after much study, 

— Oct. 10. — I have taken a dreadful cold. It is too 
bad. I daresay I shall be coughing all winter, and instead 
of going out with Charley, be shut up at home. 

—Oct. 12.— Charley says he did not know that I was 
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subject to a cough, and that he hopes I am not consump- 
tive, because his father and mother both died of consump- 
tion, and it makes him nervous to hear people cough. I 
nearly strangled myself all the evening trying not to annoy 
him with mine. 




IV. 



Nov. 2. 



I REALLY think I am sick and going to die. Last night 
I raised a little blood. I dare not tell mother, it 
would distress her so, but I am sure it came from my lungs. 
Charley said last week he really must stay away till I got 
better, for my cough sounded like his mother's. I have 
been very lonely, and have shed some tears, but most of the 
time have been too sorrowful to cry. If we were married, 
and I had a cough, would he go and leave me, I wonder? 

Sunday, \%th. — Poor mother is dreadfully anxious 



about me. But I don't see how she can love me so, after 
the way I have behaved. I wonder if, after all, mothers 
are not the best friends there are ! I keep her awake with 
my cough all night, and am mopy and cross all day, but she 
is just as kind and affectionate as she can be. 

Nov. 25. — The day I wrote that was Sunday. I 

could not go to church, and I felt very forlorn and desolate. 
I tried to get some comfort by praying, but when I got on 
my knees, I just burst out crying and could not say a word. 
For I have not seen Charley for ten days. As I knelt there 
I began to think myself a perfect monster of selfishness for 
wanting him to spend his evenings with me, now that I am 
so unwell and annoy him so with my cough, and I asked 
myself if I ought not to break off the engagement altogether, 
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if I was really in a consumption, the very disease Charley 
dreaded most of all. It seemed such a proper sacrifice to 
make of myself. Then I prayed — yes, I am sure I really 
prayed as I had not done for more than a year, and the idea 
of self-sacrifice grew every moment more beautiful in my 
eyes, till at last I felt an almost joyful triumph in writing to 
poor Charley, and telling him what I had resolved to do. 
This is my letter : — 

My Dear, Dear Charley, — I dare not tell you what it 
costs me to say what I am about to do ; but I am sure you 
know me well enough by this time to believe that it is only 
because your happiness is far more precious to me than my 
own, that I have decided to write you this letter. When 
you first told me that you loved me, you said, and you have 
often said so since then, that it was my " brightness and 
gaiety" that attracted you. I knew there was something 
underneath my gaiety better worth your love, and was glad 
I could give you more than you asked for. I knew I was 
not a mere thoughtless, laughing girl, but that I had a heart 
as wide as the. ocean to give you — as wide and as deep. 

But now my " brightness and gaiety " have gone ; I am 
sick, and perhaps am going to die. If this is so, it would 
be very sweet to have your love go with me to the very 
gates of death, and beautify and glorify my path thither. 
But what a weary task this would be to you, my poor 
Charley ! And so, if you think it best, and it would relieve 
you of any care and pain, I will release you from our en- 
gagement and set you free. 

Your Little Katy. 

I did not sleep at all that night. Early on Monday I sent 
off my letter, and my heart beat so hard all day that I was 
tired and faint. Just at dark his answer came ; I can copy 
it from memory. 
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Dear Kate, — What a generous, self-sacrificing little thing 
you are ! I always thought so, but now you have given me 
a noble proof of it. I will own that I have been disap- 
pointed to find your constitution so poor, and that it has 
been very dull sitting and hearing you cough, especially as 
I was reminded of the long and tedious illness through 
which poor Jenny and myself had to nurse our mother. I 
vowed then never to marry a consumptive woman, and I 
thank you for making it so easy for me to bring our engage- 
ment to an end. My bright hopes are blighted, and it will 
be long before I shall find another to fill your place. I need 
not say how much I sympathize with you in this disappoint- 
ment. I hope the consolations of religion will now be yours. 
Your notes, the lock of your hair, etc., I return with this. I 
will not reproach you for the pain you have cost me ; I know 
it is not your fault that your health has become so frail. 
I remain, your sincere friend, 

Charles Underhill. 

« Jan. i, 1834. — Let me finish this story if I can. 

My first impulse after reading his letter was to fly to 
mother, and hide away for ever in her dear, loving arms. 

But I restrained myself, and with my heart beating so that 
I could hardly hold my pen, I wrote this : — 

Mr. Underhill : Sir, — The scales have fallen from my 
eyes, and I see you at last just as you are. Since my note 
to you on Sunday last, I have had a consultation of phy- 
sicians, and they all agree that my disease is not of an 
alarming character, and that I shall soon recover. But I 
thank God that, before it was too late, you have been re- 
vealed to me just as you are — a heartless, selfish, shallow 
creature, unworthy the love of a true-hearted woman, un- 
worthy even of your own self-respect. I gave you an oppor* 
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tunity to withdraw from our engagement in full faith, loving 
you so truly that I was ready to go trembling to my grave 
alone if you shrank from sustaining me to it But I see now 
that I did not dream for one moment that you would take 
me at my word and leave me to my fate. I thought I loved 
a man, arid could lean on him when strength failed me. I 
know now that I loved a mere creature of my imagination. 
Take back your letters ; I loathe the sight of them. Take 
back the ring, and find, if you can, a woman who will never 
be sick, never out of spirits, and who never will die. Thank 
heaven it is not 

Katherine Mortimer. 

These lines came to me in reply : 

" Thank God it is not Kate Mortimer. I want an angel 
for my wife, not a vixen. C. U," 

Jan. 15. — What a tempest-tossed creature this births 

day finds me ! But let me finish this wretched, disgraceful 
story, if I can, before I quite lose my senses. 

I showed my mother the letters. She burst into tears, 

and opened her arms, and I ran into them as a wounded 

bird flies into the ark. We cried together. Mother never 

said, never looked, " I told you so." All she did say was 

•this: 

"God has heard my prayers! He is reserving better 
things for my child ! " 

Dear mother's are not the only arms I have flown to. 
But it does not seem as if God ought to take me in because I 
am in trouble, when I would not go to him when I was happjr 
in something else. But even in the midst of my greatest 
felicity I had many and many a misgiving ; many a season 
when my conscience upbraided me for my wifulness towards 
my dear mother, and my whole soul yearned for something 
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higher and better even than Charley's love, precious as 
it was. 

Jan. 26. — I have shut myself up in my room to-day 

to think over things. The end of it is that I am full of 
mortification and confusion of face. If I had only had 
confidence in mother's judgment I should never have got 
entangled in this silly engagement. I see now that Charley 
never could have made me happy, and I know there is 
a good deal in my heart he never called out. I wish, how- 
ever, I had not written him when I was in such a passion- 
No wonder he is thankful that he has got free from such 
a vixen. But, oh ! the provocation was terrible ! 

I have made up my mind never to tell a human soul 
about this affair. It will be so high-minded and honourable 
to shield him thus from the contempt he deserves. With 
all my faults I am glad that there is nothing mean or little 
about me ! 

Jan. 27. — I can't bear to write it down, but I wilL 

The ink was hardly dry yesterday on the above self-lauda- 
tion, when Amelia came. She had been out of town, and 
had only just learned what had happened. Of course she 
was curious to know the whole story. 

And I told it to her, every word of it ! Oh, Kate Mor- 
timer, how " high-minded " you are ! How free from all that 
is " mean and little " I could tear my hair if it would do 
any good ! 

Amelia defended Charley, and I was thus led on to say 
every harsh thing of him I could think of. She said that he 
was of so sensitive a nature, had so much sensibility, and 
such a constitutional aversion to seeing suffering, that for 
her part she could not blame him. 

" It is such a pity you had not had your lungs examined 
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before you wrote that first letter," she went on. " But you 
are so impulsive ! If you had only waited you would be 
engaged to Charley, still ! " 

" I am thankful I did not wait," I cried, angrily. " Do, 
Amelia, drop the subject for ever. You and I shall never 
agree upon it The truth is, you are two-thirds in love 
with him, and have been, all along." 

She coloured, and laughed, and actually looked pleased 
If anyone had made such an outrageous speech to me, 
I should have been furious. 

" I suppose you know," said she, " that old Mr. Underhill 
has taken such a fancy to him that he has made him his 
heir ; and he is as rich as a Jew." 

"Indeed!" I said, dryly. 

I wonder if mother knew it when she opposed our en- 
gagement so strenuously. 

— —Jan* 31. — I h&ve asked her, and she said she did. 
Mr. Underhill told her his intentions when he urged her 
consent to the engagement Dear mother ! How unworldly, 
how unselfish she is 1 

— Feb. 4. — The name of Charley Underhill appears 
on these pages for the last time. He is engaged to Amelia ! 
From this moment she is lost to me for ever. How deso- 
late, how mortified, how miserable I am ! Who could have 
thought this of Amelia ! She came to see me, radiant with 
joy. I concealed my disgust until she said that Charley 
felt now that he had never really loved me, but had pre- 
ferred her all along. Then I burst out. What I said I do 
not know, and do not care The whole thing is so dis- 
graceful that I should be a stock or a stone not to resent it. 

— Feb. 5. — After yesterday's passion of grief, shame, 
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and anger, I feel perfectly stupid and languid. Oh, that 
I was prepared for a better world, and could fly to it and be 
at rest ! 

Feb. 6. — Now that all is over, how ashamed I am of 



the fury I have been in, and which has given Amelia such 
advantage over me ! I was beginning to believe that I was 
really living a feeble and fluttering, but real Christian life, 
and finding some satisfaction in it. But all this is over now. 
I am doomed to be a victim of my own unstable, passionate, 
wayward nature, and the sooner I settle down into that con- 
viction, the better. And yet how my very soul craves the 
highest happiness, and refuses to be comforted while that is 
wanting ! 

Feb. 7. — After writing that, I do not know what 



made me go to see Dr. Cabot. He received me in that 
cheerful way of his that seems to promise the taking one's 
burden right off one's back. 

" I am very glad to see you, my dear child," he said. 

I intended to be very dignified and cold. As if I was 
going to have any Dr. Cabots undertaking to sympathize 
with vie! But those few kind words just upset me, and 
I began to cry. 

" You would not speak so kindly," I got out at last, " if 
you knew what a dreadful creature I am. I am angry with 
myself, and angry with everybody, and angry with God. 
I can't be good two minutes at a time. I do everything 
I do not want to do, and do nothing I pray to do. Every- 
body plagues me and tempts me. And God does not answer 
any of my prayers, and I am just desperate." 

" Poor child ! " he said, in a low voice, as if to himself. 
"Poor heart-sick, tired child, that cannot see what I can 
see, that its Father's loving arms are all about it I " 
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I stopped crying, to strain my ears to listen. He 
went on. 

"Katy, all that you say may be true. I daresay it is. 
But God loves you. He loves you." 

" He loves me," I repeated to myself. " He loves me." 
" Oh, Dr. Cabot, if I could believe that ! If I could believe 
that, after all the promises I have broken, all the foolish, 
wrong things I have done, and shall always be doing, God 
perhaps still loves me 1 " 

"You may be sure of it," he said, solemnly. "I, His 
minister, bring the gospel to you to-day. Go home and say 
over and over to yourself, * I am a wayward, foolish child. 
But He loves me I I have disobeyed and grieved Him ten 
thousand times. But He loves me ! I have lost faith in 
some of my dearest friends, and am very desolate. But He 
loves me ! I do not love Him, I am even angry with Him ! 
But He loves me!'" 

I came away, and all the way home I fought this batde 
with myself, saying, " He loves me ! " I knelt down to pray, 
and all my wasted, childish, wicked life came and stared me 
in the face. : I looked at it, and said, with tears of joy, "But 
He loves me ! " Never in my life did I feel so rested, so 
quieted, so sorrowful, and yet so satisfied. 

Feb. 10. — What a beautiful world this is, and how full 



it is of truly kind, good people ! Mrs. Morris was here this 
morning, and just one squeeze of that long, yellow old hand 
of hers seemed to speak a bookful 1 I wonder why I have 
always disliked her so, for she is really an excellent woman. 
I gave her a good kiss to pay her for the sympathy she had 
sense enough not to put into canting words, and if you will 
believe it, dear old Journal, the tears came into her eyes, and 
she said, " You are one of the Lord's beloved ones, though 
perhaps you do not know it." 
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I repeated again to myself those sweet, mysterious 
words, and then I tried to think what I could do for 
Him. But I could not think of anything great or good 
enough. I went into mother's room, and put my arms 
around her, and told her how I loved her. She looked 
surprised and pleased. 

" Ah, I knew it would come ! " she said, laying her hand 
on her Bible. 

" Knew what would come, mother ? " 

" Peace" she said. 

I came back here and wrote a little note to Amelia, telling 
her how ashamed and sorry I was that I could not control 
myself the other day. Then I wrote a long letter to James. 
I have been very careless about writing to him. 

Then I began to hem those handkerchiefs mother asked 
me to finish a month ago. But I could not think of anything 
to do for God. I wish I could. It makes me so happy to 
think that all this time, while I was caring for nobody but 
myself, and fancying He must almost hate me, He was loving 
and pitying me. 

Feb) 15. — I went to see Dr. Cabot again to-day. 

He came down from his study with his pen in his hand. 

" How dare you come and spoil my sermon on Saturday?" 
he asked, good-humouredly. 

Though he seemed full of loving-kindness, I was ashamed 
of my thoughtlessness. Though I did not know he was 
particularly busy on Saturdays. If I were a minister I am 
sure I would get my sermons done early in the week. 

" I only wanted to ask one thing," I said. " I want to do 
something for God. And I cannot think of anything unless 
it is to go on a mission. And mother would never let me do 
that She thinks girls with delicate health are not fit for such 
work." 
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"At all events I would not go to-day," he replied. " Mean- 
while, do everything you do for Him who has loved you and 
given Himself for you." 

I did not dare to stay any longer, and so came away, quite 
puzzled. Dinner was ready, and as I sat down to the table, 
I said to myself: 

" I eat this dinner for myself, not for God. What can Dr. 
Cabot mean ?" Then I remembered the text about doing 
all for the glory of God, even in eating and drinking ; but I 
do not understand it at all. 

Feb. 19. — It has seemed to me for several days that 

it must be that I really do love God, though ever so little. 
But it shot through my mind to-day like a knife, that it is a 
miserable, selfish love at the best, not worth my giving, not 
worth God's accepting. All my old misery has come back 
with seven other miseries more miserable than itself. I wish 
I had never been born. I wish I were thoughtless and care- 
less, like so many other girls of my age, who seem to get 
along very well, and to enjoy themselves far more than I do. 

Feb. 21. — Dr. Cabot came to see me to day. I told 

him all about it. He could not help smiling as he said : 

"When I see a little infant caressing its mother, would 
you have me say to it, ' You selfish child, how dare you 
pretend to caress your mother in that way ? You are quite 
unable to appreciate her character ; you love her merely be- 
cause she loves you, treats you kindly ? ' " 

It was my turn to smile now, at my own folly. 

"You are as yet but a babe in Christ," Dr. Cabot continued. 
" You love your God and Saviour because He first loved you. 
The time will come when the character of your love will be- 
come changed into one which sees and feels tiha bssataj *xA 
the perfection of its object, and if you cou\& Yfc ^ssxa^^a^. 
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He no longer looked on you with favour, you would still cKng 
to him with devoted affection." 

" There is one thing more that troubles me," I said. " Most 
persons know the exact moment when they begin real Chris- 
tian lives. But I do not know. of any such time in my his- 
tory. This causes me many uneasy moments." 

" You are wrong in thinking that most persons have this 
advantage over you. I believe that the children of Christian 
parents, who have been judiciously trained, rarely can point 
to any day or hour when they began to live this new life. 
The question is not, do you remember, my child, when you 
entered this world, and how ? It is simply this : are you now 
alive and an inhabitant thereof? And now it is my turn to 
ask you a question. How happens it that you, who have a 
mother of rich and varied experience, allow yourself to be 
tormented with these petty anxieties, which she is as capable 
of dispelling as I am ? " 

" I do not know," I answered. " But Ave girls catCt talk 
to our mothers about any of our sacred feelings, and we hate 
to have them talk to us." 

Dr. Cabot shook his head. 

" There is something wrong somewhere," he said. " A 
young girl's mother is her natural refuge in every perplexity. 
I hoped that you, who have rather more sense than most 
girls of your age, could give me some idea what the difficulty 
is." 

After he had gone, I am ashamed to own that I was in a 
perfect flutter of delight at what he had said about my hav- 
ing more sense than most girls. Meeting poor mother on the 
stairs while in this exalted state of mind, I gave her a very 
short answer to a kind question, and made her unhappy, as 
I have made myself. 

It is just a year ago to-day that I got frightened at my 
novel-read ] ing. propensities, and resolved turt. to look into one 
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for twelve months. I was getting to dislike all other books, 
and night after night sat up late, devouring everything excit- 
ing I could get hold of. One Saturday night I sat up till the 
clock struck twelve, to finish one, and the next morning I 
was so sleepy that I had to stay at home from church. Now 
I hope and believe the back of this taste is broken, and that 
I shall never be a slave to it again. Indeed, it does not 
seem to me now that I shall ever care for such books 
again. 

Feb. 24. — Mother spoke to me this morning for the 



fiftieth time, I really believe, about my disorderly habits. I 
don't think I am careless because I like confusion, but the 
trouble is I am always in a hurry and a ferment about some- 
thing. If I want anything, I want it very much, and right 
away. So, if I am looking for a book, or a piece of music, 
or a pattern, I tumble everything around, and can't stop to 
put them to rights. I wish I were not so eager and im- 
patient. But I mean to try to keep my room and my 
drawers in order, to please mother. 

She says, too, that I am growing careless about my hair 
and my dress. But that is because my mind is so full of 
graver, more important things. I thought I ought to be 
wholly occupied with my duty to God. But mother says 
duty to God includes duty to one's neighbour, and that untidy 
hair, put up in all sorts of rough bunches, rumpled cuffs and 
collars, and all that sort of thing, make one offensive to all 
one meets. I am sorry she thinks so, for I find it very con- 
venient to twist up my hair almost any how, and it takes a 
good deal of time to look after collars and cuffs. 

March 14. — To-day I feel discouraged and disap- 
pointed. I certainly thought that if God really loved rae^ axvd 
I really loved Him, I should find mysdf poN*Y&%\>fc\.\s& &»! 
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by day. But I am not improved in the least Most of the 
time I spend on my knees I am either stupid, feeling nothing 
at all, or else my head is full of what I was doing before I 
began to pray, or what I am going to do as soon as I get 
through. I do not believe anybody else in the world is like 
me in this respect. Then, when I feel differently, and can 
make a nice, glib prayer, with floods of tears running down 
my cheeks, I get all puffed up, and think how much pleased 
God must be to see me so fervent in spirit. I go down- 
stairs in this frame, and begin to scold Susan for misplacing 
my music, till all of a sudden I catch myself doing it, and 
stop short, crest-fallen and confounded. I have so many 
such experiences that I feel like a baby just learning to walk, 
who is so afraid of falling that it has half a mind to sit down 
once for all. 

Then there is another thing. Seeing mother so fond of 
Thomas a Kempis, I have been reading it, now and then, 
and am not fond of it at all. From beginning to end it ex- 
horts to self-denial in every form and shape. Must I then 
give up all hope of happiness in this world, and modify all 
my natural tastes and desires? Oh, I do love so to be 
happy ! And I do so hate to suffer ! The very thought of 
being sick, or of being forced to nurse sick people, with all 
their cross ways, and of losing my friends, or of having to 
live with disagreeable people, makes me shudder. I want to 
please .God, and to be like him. I certainly do. But I am 
so young, and it is so natural to want to have a good time ! 
And now I am in for it, I may as well tell the whole story. 
When I read the lives of good men and women who have 
died and gone to heaven, I find they all liked to sit and 
think about God and about Christ Now, I don't. I often 
try, but my mind flies off in a tangent The truth is, I am 
perfectly discouraged. 
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March 17. — I went to see Dr. Cabot to-day, but he 

was out, so I thought I would ask for Mrs. Cabot, though I 
was determined not to tell her any of my troubles. But some- 
how she got the whole story out of me, and instead of 
being shocked, as I expected she would be, she actually burst 
out laughing ! She recovered herself immediately, however, 

"Do excuse me for laughing at you, you dear child 
you ! " she said. " But I remember so well how I used to 
flounder through just such needless anxieties, and life looks 
so different, so very different, to me now, from what it did 
then ! What should you think of a man, who having just 
sowed his field, was astonished not to see it at once ripe for 
the harvest, because his neighbour's, after long months of 
waiting, was just being gathered in ? " 

" Do you mean," I asked, " that by and by I shall natu- 
rally come to feel and think as other good people do ? " • 

"Yes, I do. You must make the most of what little 
Christian life you have ; be thankful God has given you so 
much, cherish it, pray over it, and guard it like the apple of 
your eye. Imperceptibly, but surely, it will grow, and keep 
on growing, for this is its nature." 

" But I don't want to wait," I said, despondently. " have 
just been reading a delightful book, full of stories of heroic 
deeds — not fables, but histories of real events and real 
people. It has quite stirred me up, and made me wish to 
possess such beautiful heroism, and that I were a man, that 
I might have a chance to perform some truly noble, self- 
sacrificing acts." 

" I dare say your chance will come," she replied, " though 
you are not a man. I fancy we all get, more or less, what 
we want." 

" Do you really think so ? Let me see then, what I want 
most. But am I staying too long? Were you particulatlv 
busy?" 

1 
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" No," she returned smilingly, "lam learning ' that the 
man who wants me is the man I want' " 

" You are very good to say so. Well, in the first place, I 
do really and truly want to be good. Not with common 
goodness, you know, but " 

" But uncommon goodness," she put in. 

" I mean that I want to be very, very good. I should 
like next best to be learned and accomplished. Then I 
should want to be perfectly well and perfectly happy. And 
a pleasant home of course, I must have, wiJi friends to love 
me, and like hie, too. And I can't get along without 
some pretty, tasteful things about me. But you are laughing 
at me ! Have I said anything foolish ? " 

" If I laughed, it was not at you, but at poor human 
nature, that would fain grasp everything at" once. Allowing 
that you should possess all you have just described, where is 
the heroism you so much admire to find room for exercise ? " 

" That's just what I was saying. That is just what 
troubles me." 

" To be sure, while perfectly well and happy, in a pleasant 
home, with friends to love and admire you " 

" Oh, I did not say admire," I interrupted. 

" That was just what you meant, my dear." 

I am afraid it was, now I come to think it over. 

" Well, with plenty of friends, good in an uncommon way 
accomplished, learned, and surrounded with pretty and 
tasteful objects, your life will certainly be in danger of not 
proving very sublime." 

" It is a great pity," I said musingly. 

" Suppose then you content yourself for the present with 
doing in a faithful, quiet, persistent way, all the little, homely 
tasks that return with each returning day, each one as unto 
God, and perhaps by and by you will thus have gained 
strength for a more heroic life. " 
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" But I don't know how." 

" You have some little home duties, I suppose?" 

" Yes ; I have the care of my own room, and mother 
wants me to have a general oversight of the parlour; you 
know we have but one parlour now." 

" Is that all you have to do ? " 

" Why, my music and drawing take up a good deal of my 
time, and I read and study more or less, and go out some, 
and we have a good many visitors." 

" I suppose, then, you keep your room in nice, ladylike 
order, and that the parlour is dusted every morning, loose 
music put out of the way, books restored to their places," 

" Now, I know mother has been telling you." 

" Your mother has told me nothing at all." 

" Well, then," I said, laughing, but a little ashamed, " I 
don't keep my room in nice order, and mother really sees 
to the parlour herself, though I pretend to do it." 

"And is she never annoyed by this neglect?" 

" O, yes, very much annoyed." 

" Then, dear Katy, suppose your first act of heroism to- 
morrow should be the gratifying your mother in these little 
things, little though they are. Surely your first duty, next 
to pleasing God, is to please your mother, and in every pos- 
sible way to sweeten and beautify her life. You may depend 
upon it that a life of real heroism and self-sacrifice must 
begin and lay its foundation in this little world, wherein it 
learns its first lesson and takes its first steps." 

" And do you really think that God notices such little 
things ? " 

" My dear child, what a question ! If there is any one 
truth I would gladly impress on the mind of a young Chris- 
tian, it is just this, that God notices the most trivial act, 
accepts the poorest, most threadbare little service, Ivstoas* \a 
the coldest, feeblest petition, and gat\\eis up ^wVCcv \axeoxs\ 
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fondness all our fragmentary desires and attempts at good 
works. Ah, if we could only begin to conceive how He 
loves us, what different creatures we should be ! " 

I felt inspired by her enthusiasm, though I don't think 
I quite understand what she means. I did not dare to stay 
any longer, for, with her great host of children, she must 
have her hands fulL 

March 25. — Mother is very much astonished to ses 

how nicely I am keeping things in order. I was flying about 
this morning, singing, and dusting the furniture, when she 
came in and began, " He that is faithiul in that which is 
least," but I ran at her with my brush, and would not let 
her finish. I really don't deserve to be praised. For. I have 
been thinking that, if it is true that God notices every little 
thing that we do to please Him, He must also notice every 
crossword we speak, every shrug of the shoulders, every un- 
gracious look, and that they displease Him. And my list of 
such offences is as long as my life 1 

March 29. — Yesterday, for the first time since that 

dreadful blow, I felt some return of my natural gaiety and 
cheerfulness. It seemed to come hand in hand with my first 
real effort to go so far out of myself as to try to do exactly 
what would gratify dear mother. 

But to-day I am all down again. I miss Amelia's friend- 
ship, for one thing. To be sure, I wonder how I ever came 
to love such a superficial character so devotedly, but I must 
have somebody to love, and perhaps I invented a lovely 
creature, and called it by her name, and bowed down to it 
and worshipped it. I certainly did so in regard to him 
whose heartless cruelty has left me so sad, so desolate. 

. — — • Evening. — Mother has been very patient and for- 
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bearing with me all day. To-night, after tea, she said, in 
her gentlest, tenderest way, 

" Dear Katy, I feel very sorry for you. But I see one 
path that you have not yet tried, which can lead you out of 
these sore straits. You have tried living for yourself a good 
many years, and the result is great weariness and heaviness 
of soul. Try now to live for others. Take a class in th 
Sunday-school. Go with me to visit my poor people. You 
will be astonished to find how much suffering and sickness 
is in this world, and how delightful it is to sympathize 
with and try to relieve it." 

This advice was very repugnant to me. My time is pretty 
fully occupied with my books, my music, and my drawing. 
And of all places in the world I hate a sick-room. But, on 
the whole, I will take a class in the Sunday-school 



V. 

-April 6 

I HAVE taken it at last. I would not take one before 
because I knew I could not teach little children how to 
love God, unless I loved Him myself. My class is perfectly 
delightful. There are twelve dear little things in it, of all 
ages between eight and nine. Eleven are girls, and the one 
boy makes me more trouble than all of them put together. 
When I get them all about me, and their sweet innocent 
faces look up into mine, I am so happy that I can hardly 
help stopping every now and then to kiss them. They 
ask the very strangest questions ! I mean to spend a great 
deal of time in preparing the lesson, and in hunting up 
stories to illustrate it. Oh, I am so glad I was ever born in 
this beautiful world, where there will always be dear little 
children to love ! 

? April 13. — Sunday has comS again, and with it 

my darling little class ! Dr. Cabot has preached delight- 
fully all day, and I feel that I begin to understand his 
preaching better, and that it must do me good. I long, I 
truly long, to please God; I long to feel as the best 
Christians feel, and to live as they live. 

April 20. — Now that I have these twelve little 

.ones to instruct, I am more than ever in earnest about 
setting them a good example through the week. It is true 
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they do not, most of them, know how I spend my time nor 
how I act But I know, and whenever I am conscious of 
not practising what I preach, I am bitterly ashamed and 
grieved. How much work, badly done, I am now having 
to undo ! If I had begun in earnest to serve God when I 
was as young as these children are, how many wrong habits 
I should have avoided; habits that entangle me now, as 
in so many nets. I am trying to take each of these little 
gentle girls by the hand and to lead her to Christ. Poor 
Johnny Ross is not so docile as they are, and tries my 
patience to the last degree. 

April 27. — This morning I had all my little flock 



about me and talked to them out of the very bottom of my 
heart about Jesus. They left their seats and got close to 
me in a circle, leaning on my lap and drinking in every 
word. All of a sudden I was aware, as by a magnetic 
influence, that a great lumbering man in the next seat was 
looking at me out of two of the blackest eyes I ever saw, 
and evidently listening to what I was saying. I was dis- 
concerted first, then angry. What impertinence. What rude- 
ness ! I am sure he must have seen my displeasure in my 
face, for he got up what I suppose he meant for a blush, 
that is, he turned several shades darker than he was before 
giving one the idea that he is full of black rather than red 
blood. I should not have remembered it, however — by it 
I mean his impertinence — if he had not shortly after made 
a really excellent address to the children. Perhaps it was 
a little above their comprehension, but it showed a good 
deal of thought and earnestness. I meant to ask who he 
was, but forgot it. 

This has been a delightful Sunday. I have really feasted 
on Dr. Cabot's preaching. But I am satisfied that there is 
something in religion I do not yet apprehend. I do 
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wish I positively knew that God had forgiven and accepted 

me. 

May 6. — Last evening Clara Ray had a little party 

and I was there. She has a great knack at getting the right 
sort of people together, and of making them enjoy them- 
selves. 

I sang several songs, and so did Clara, but they all said 
my voice was finer, and in better training than hers. It is 
delightful to be with cultivated, agreeable people. I could 
have stayed all night, but mother sent for me before any one 
else had thought of going. 

May 7. — I have been on a charming excursion to- 
day, with Clara Ray and all her set I was rather tired, 
but had an invitation to a concert, this evening, which I 
could not resist. 



July 21. — So much has been going on that I have 

not had time to write. There is no end to the picnics, 
drives, parties, &c, this summer. I am afraid that I am 
not getting on at all. My prayers are dull and short, and 
full of wandering thoughts. I am brimful of vivacity and 
good humour in company, and as soon as I get home am 
stupid and peevish. I suppose this will always be so, £s it 
always has been ; and I declare I would rather be so than 
such a vapid, flat creature as Mary Jones, or such a dull, 
heavy one as big Lucy Merrill. 

July 24. — Clara Ray says the girls think me reckless and 
imprudent in speech. I've a good mind not to go with her 
set any more. I am afraid I have been a good deal dazzled 
by ihe attentions I have received of late ; and now comes 
this blow at my vanity. 
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On the whole I feel greatly out of sorts this evening. 

July 28. — People talk about happiness to be found 

in a Christian life. I wonder why I do not find more ! On 
Sundays I am pretty good, and always seem to start afresh ; 
but on week-days I am drawn along with those about me. 
All my pleasures are innocent ones ; there is surely no harm 
in going to concerts, driving out, singing, and making little 
visits ! But these things distract me ; they absorb me ; 
they make religious duties irksome. I almost wish I could 
shut myself up in a cell, and so get out of the reach of 
temptation. 

The truth is, the journey heavenward is all up-hill. I 
have to force myself to keep on. The wonder is that any 
body gets there with so much to oppose — so little to help 
onel 

July 29. — It is high time to stop and think. I have 

been like one running a race and am stopping to take breath. 
I do not like the way in which things have been going on of 
late. I feel restless and ill at ease. I see that if I would be 
happy in God, I must give Him all. And there is a wicked 
reluctance to do that. I want Him— but I want to have my 
own way, too. I want to walk humbly and softly before 
Him, and I want to go where I shall be admired and ap- 
plauded. To whom shall I yield ? To God ? Or to my- 
self? 

July $o. — I met Dr. Cabot to-day, and could not 

help asking the question : 

" Is it right for me tQ sing and play in company, when all 
I do it for is to be admired ? " 

"Are you sure it is all you do it for?" he returned. 

"Oh," I said, "I suppose therQ may\>fc &&y^^%^ 
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desire to entertain and please, mixed with the love of 
display." 

" Do you suppose that your love of display, allowing you 
have it, would be for ever slain by your merely refusing to 
sing in company ? " 

" I thought that might give it a pretty hard blow, ,, I said, 
" if not its death blow." 

" Meanwhile, in punishing yourself you punish your poor 
innocent friends," he said, laughing. " No, child, go on 
singing ; God has given you this power of entertaining and 
gratifying your friends. But pray, without ceasing, that you 
may sing from pure benevolence and not from pure self- 
love." 

"Why, do people pray about such things as that?" I 
cried. 

" Of course they do. Why, I would pray about my little 
finger, if my little finger went astray." 

I looked at his little finger, but saw no* signs of its becom- 
ing schismatic. 

Aug. 3. — This morning I took great delight in pray- 
ing for my little scholars, and went to Sunday-school as 
on wings. But on reaching my seat, what was my horror to 
find Maria Perry there. 

" O, your seat is changed," said she. "lam to have half 
your class, and I like this seat better than those higher up. 
I suppose you don't care ? " 

" But I do care," I returned ; "and you have taken my very 
best children — the very sweetest and the very prettiest I shall 
speak to Mr. Williams about it directly." 
' " At any rate I would not fly into such a fury," she said. 
" It is just as pleasant to me to have pretty children to 
teach as it is for you. Mr. Williams said he had no doubt 
you would be glad to divide your class with me, as it is so 
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large ; and I doubt if you will gain anything by speaking to 
him." 

There was no time for further discussion, as school was 
about to begin. I went to my new seat with great disgust, 
and found it very inconvenient The children could not 
cluster around me as they did before, and I got on with the 
lessons very badly. I am sure Maria Perry has no gift at 
teaching little children, and I feel quite vexed and dis- 
appointed. This has not been a profitable Sunday and I 
am now going to bed, cheerless and uneasy. 

Aug 9. — Mr. Williams called this evening to say 

that I am to have my old seat and all the children again. 
All the mothers had been to see him, or had written him 
notes about it, and requested that I might continue to teach 
them. Mr. Williams said he hoped I would go on teaching 
for twenty years, and that as fast as his little girls grew old 
enough to come to Sunday-school he should want me to 
take charge of them. I should have been greatly elated by 
these compliments, but for the display I made of myself to 
Maria Perry on Sunday. Oh, that I could learn to bridle 
my unlucky tongue ! 

Jan. 15,1 835. — To-day I am twenty. That sounds 

very old, yet I feel pretty much as I did before. I have 
begun to visit some of mother's poor folks with her, I 
am astonished to see how they love her, and how plainly they 
ht her talk to them. As a general rule I do not think poor 
people are very interesting, and they are always ungrateful. 

We went first to see old Jacob Stone. I have been there 
a good many times with the baskets, of nice things mother 
takes such comfort in sending him, but never would go in. 
I was shocked to see how worn away he was. He seemed 
in great distress of mind, and begged motVvei to ^xa?j m^ 
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him. I do not see how she could. I am perfectly sure 
that no earthly power could ever induce me to go round 
praying on bare floors, with people sitting, rocking and 
staring all the time, as the two Stone girls stared at mother. 
How tenderly she prayed for him ! 

We then went to see Susan Green. She had made a 
carpet for a room by sewing together little bits of pieces 
given her, I suppose, by persons for whom she works, for 
she goes about fitting and making carpets. It looked bright 
and cheerful. She had a nice bed in the corner, covered 
with a white quilt, and some little ornaments were arranged 
about the room. Mother complimented her on her neatness 
and said a queen might sleep in such a bed as that, and hoped 
she found it as comfortable as it looked. 

" Mercy on us ! " she cried, " it ain't to sleep in ! I 
sleep up in a loft, that I climb to by a ladder every 
night." 

Mother looked a little amused, and then she sat and lis- 
tened, patiently, to a long account of how the poor old thing 
had invested her money ; how Mr. Jones did not pay the 
interest regularly, and how Mr. Stephens haggled about the 
percentage. After we came away, I asked mother how she 
could listen to such a rigmarole in patience, and what good 
she supposed she had done by her visit. 

" Why, the poor creature likes to show off her bright car- 
pet and nice bed, her chairs, her vases, and her knick-knacks, 
and she likes to talk about her beloved money, and her bank 
stock. I may not have done her any good, but I have given 
her a pleasure, and so have you." 

M Why, I hardly spoke a word." 

" Yes, but your mere presence gratified her. And if she 
ever gets into trouble, she will feel kindly towards us for the 
sake of our sympathy with her pleasures, and will let us 
sympathise with her sorrows," 
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1 Confess this did not seem a privilege to be coveted. 
She is not nice at all, and takes snuff. 

We went next to see Bridget Shannon. Mother had lost 
sight of her for some years, and had just heard that she 
was sick and in great want. We found her in bed ; there 
was no furniture in the room, and three little half-naked 
children sat with their bare feet in some ashes where there 
had been a little fire. Three such disconsolate faces I never 
saw. Mother sent me to the nearest baker's for bread ; I 
nearly ran all the way, and I hardly know which I enjoyed 
most, mother's eagerness in distributing, or the children's in 
clutching at and devouring it. I am going to cut up one or 
two old dresses to make the poor things something to cover 
them. One of them has lovely hair that would curl beau- 
tifully if it were only brushed out. I told her to come to 
see me to-morrow ; she is so very pretty. 

Those few visits used up the very time I usually spend in 
drawing. But, on the whole, I am glad I went with mother, 
because it has gratified her. Besides, one must either stop 
reading the Bible altogether, or else leave off spending one's 
whole time in just doing easy pleasant things one likes to do. 

yan. 20. — The little Shannon girl came, and I 

washed her face and hands, brushed out her hair and made 
it curl in lovely golden ringlets all round her sweet face, and 
carried her, in great triumph to mother. 

" Look at the dear little thing, mother ! " I cried ; " doesn't 
she look like a line of poetry ? " 

" You foolish, romantic child ! " quoth mother. " She 
looks, to me, like a very ordinary line of prose. A slice of 
bread and butter and a piece of gingerbread mean more to 
her than these elaborate ringlets possibly can. They get in 
her eyes, and make her neck cold ; see, they are dripping 
with water, and the child is all in a shiver " 
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So saying, mother folded a towel round its neck, to catch 
the falling drops, and went for bread and butter, of which 
the child consumed a quantity that was absolutely appalling. 
To crown all, the ungrateful little thing would not so much 
as look at me from that moment, but clung to mother, turning 
its back upon me in supreme contempt. 

Moral. — Mothers occasionally know more than their 
daughters do. 



VI. 



January 24. 

A MESSAGE came yesterday morning from Susan Green 
to the effect that she had had a dreadful fall, and was 
half killed. Mother wanted to set off at once to see her, 
but I would not let her go, as she has one of her worst colds. 
She then asked me to go in her place. I turned up my nose 
at the bare thought, though I dare say it turns up enough on 
its own account. 

"Oh, mother!" I said, reproachfully, "that dirty old 
woman ! " 

Mother made no answer, and I sat down at the piano, and 
played a little. But I only played discords. 

" Do you think it is my duty to run after such horrid old 
women ? " I asked mother, at last. 

" I think, dear, you must make your own duties," she said 
kindly. " I dare say that at your age I should have made 
a great deal out of my personal repugnance to such a woman 
as Susan, and very little out of her sufferings." 

I believe I am the most fastidious creature in the world. 
Sick rooms with their intolerable smells of camphor and 
vinegar and mustard, their gloom and their whims and their 
groans, actually make me shudder. But was it not just such 
fastidiousness that made Cha — no, I won't utter his name — 
that made somebody weary of my possibilities ? And has 
that terrible lesson really done me no good? 



64 Stepping Heavenward. 

— — yan. 26. — No sooner had I written the above than 
I scrambled into my cloak and bonnet, and flew, on the 
wings of holy indignation, to Susan Green. Such wings fly 
fast, and got me a little out of breath. I found her lying on 
that nice white bed of hers, in a frilled cap and nightgown. 
It seems she fell from her ladder in climbing to the dismal 
den where she sleeps, and lay all night in great distress with 
some serious internal injury. I found her groaning and 
complaining in a fearful way. 

" Are you in such pain ? " I asked, as kindly as I could 

"It isn't the pain," she said, " it isn't the pain. It's the 
way my nice bed is going to wreck and ruin, and the starch 
all getting out of my frills that I fluted with my own hands. 
And the doctor's bill, and the medicines, oh, dear, dear, 
dear!" 

Just then the doctor came in. After examining her, he 
said to a woman who seemed to have charge of her. 

" Are you the nurse ? " 

" Oh, no, I only stepped in to see what I could do for 
her." 

" Who is to be with her to-night, then ? w 

Nobody knew. 

" I will send a nurse, then," he said. " But some one else 
will be needed also," he added, looking at me. 

" I will stay," I said. But my heart died within me. 

The doctor took me aside. 

" Her injuries are very serious," he said. " If she has 
any friends, they ought to be sent for." 

" You don't mean that she is going to die ? " I asked. 

" I fear she is. But not immediately." He took leave, 
and I went back to the bed-side. I saw there no longer a 
snuffy, repulsive old woman, but a human being about to 
make that mysterious journey to a far country whence there 
is no return. Oh, how I wished mother were there 1 
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11 Susan," I said, " have you any relatives ? " 

"•No, I haven't," she answered sharply. " And if I had 
they needn't come prowling around me. I don't want no 
relations about my body." 

" Would you like to see Dr. Cabot ? " 

" What should I want of Dr. Cabot ? Don't teaze, child. 1 ' 

Considering the deference with which she had heretofore 
treated me, this was quite a new order of things. 

I sat down, and tried to pray for her, silently, in my heart. 
Who was to go with her on that long journey, and where 
was it to end ? 

The woman who had been caring for her now went away, 
and it was growing dark. I sat still, listening to my own 
heart, which beat till it half choked me. 

" What were you and the doctor whispering about? " she 
suddenly burst out. 

" He asked me, for one thing, if you had any friends that 
could be sent for ? n 

" I've been my own best friend," she returned. "Who'd 
have raked and scraped and hoarded and counted for Susan 
Green, if I hadn't ha' done it ? I've got enough to make me 
comfortable as long as I live, and when 1 lie on my dying 
bed." 

" But you can't carry it with you," I said. This highly 
original remark was all I had courage to utter." 

"I wish I could," she cried. " I suppose you think I talk 
awful. They say you are getting most to be as much of a 
saint as your ma. It's born in some, and in some it ain't. 
Do get a light. It's lonesome here in the dark, and cold." 

I was thankful enough to enliven the dark room with light 
and fire. But I saw now that the thin, yellow, hard face had 
changed sadly. She fixed her two little black eyes on me, 
evidently startled by the expression of my face. 

" Look here, child, I ain't hurt to speat of, oca \Y* 
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" The doctor says you are hurt seriously. " 

My tone must have said more than my words did, for she 
caught me by the wrist, and held me fast. 

" He didn't say nothing about my — about it's being dan- 
gerous. I ain't dangerous ami?" I felt ready to sink. 

" Oh, Susan ! " I gasped out ; "you haven't any time to 
lose. You're going ; you're going! " 

" Going? " she cried ; " Going where ? You don't mean 
to say I'm a dying? Why, it beats all my calculations. I 
was going to live ever so many years, and save up ever so 
much money, and then, when my time come, I was going to 
put on my best fluted night-gown and night-cap, and lay my 
head on my handsome pillow, and draw the clothes up over 
me, neat and tidy, and die decent. But here's my bed all 
in a toss, and my frills all in a crumple, and my room all 
upside down, and bottles of medicine setting around along 
side of my vases, and nobody here but you, just a girl, and 
nothing else." 

All this came out by jerks, as it were, and at intervals. 

"Don't talk so!" I fairly screamed. "Pray, pray to 
God to have mercy on you ! " 

She looked at me, bewildered, but yet as if the truth had 
reached her at last. 

" Pray, yourself ! " she said eagerly. " I don't know how. 
I can't think. Oh, my time's come! My time's come! 
And I ain't ready ! I ain't ready ! Get down on your knees, 
and pray with all your might and main." 

And I did; she holding my wrist tightly in her hard 
hand. All at once I felt her hold relax. After that, the 
next thing I knew I was lying on the floor, and somebody 
was dashing water in my face. 

It was the nurse. She had come at last, and found me 
by the side of the bed, where I had fallen, and had been 
trying to revive me ever since. I staxted is$ and looked 
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about me. The nurse was closing Susan's eyes in a pro- 
fessional way, and performing other little services of the 
sort. The room wore an air of perfect desolation. The 
clothes Susan had on when she fell lay in a forlorn heap 
on a chair; her shoes and stockings were thrown hither 
and thither ; the mahogany bureau, in which she had taken 
so much pride, was covered with vials, to make room for 
which some pretty trifles had been hastily thrust aside. 
I remembered what I had once said to Mrs. Cabot, about 
having jtasteful things about me, with a sort of shudder. 
What a mockery they are in the awful presence of death. 

Mother met me with open arms when I reached home. 
She was much shocked at what I had to tell, and at my 
having encountered such a scene alone. I should have 
felt myself quite a heroine under her caresses, if I had not 
been overcome with bitter regret that I had not, with firm- 
ness and dignity, turned poor Susan's last thoughts to her 
Saviour. Oh, how could I, through miserable cowardice, 
let those precious moments slip by ! 

Feb. 27. — I have learned one thing by yesterday's 

experience that is worth knowing. It is this : duty looks 
more repelling at a distance than when fairly faced and met. 
Of course, I have read the lines, 

Nor know we anything so fair 
As is. the smile upon thy face ; 

but I seem to be one of the stupid sort, who never appre- 
hend a thing till they experience it Now, however, I have 
seen the smile, and find it so "fair," that I shall gladly plod 
through many a hardship and trial to meet it again. 

Poor Susan ! Perhaps God heard my eager prayer for 
her soul, and revealed Himself to her at the very last 
moment 
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March 2. — Such a strange thing has happened! 

Susan Green left a will, bequeathing her precious savings 
to whoever offered the last prayer in her hearing ! I do not 
want, I never could touch a penny of that hardly earned 
store ; and if I did, no earthly motive would tempt me to 
tell a human being, that it was offered by me, an inexperi- 
enced, trembling girl, driven to it by mere desperation ! So 
it has gone to Dr. Cabot, who will not use it for himself, 
I am sure, but will be delighted to have it to give to poor 
people, who really besiege him. The last time he called to 
see her he talked and prayed with her, and says she seemed 
pleased and grateful, and promised to be more regular at 
church, which she had been ever since. 

March 28. — I feel all out of sorts. Mother says it 

is owing to the strain I went through at Susan's dying bed, 
She wants me to go to visit my aunt Mary, who is always 
urging me to come. But I do not like to leave my little 
Sunday-scholars, nor to give mother the occasion to deny 
herself in order to meet the expense of such a long journey. 
Besides, I should have to have some new* dresses, a new 
bonnet, and lots of things. 

To-day Dr. Cabot has sent me some directions for which 
I have been begging him a long time. Lest I should wear 
out this precious letter by reading it over, Twill copy it 
here. After alluding to my complaint that I still " saw men 
as trees walking " he says : 

"Yet he who first uttered this complaint had had his 
eyes opened by the Son of God, and so have you. Now, 
He never leaves His work incomplete, and He will gradually 
lead you into clear and open vision, if you will allow Him 
to do it. I say gradually, because I believe this to be His 
usual method, while I do not deny that there are cases 
where light suddenly bursts in like a flood. To return to 
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the blind man. When Jesus found that his cure was not 
complete, He put His hands again upon his eyes, and made 
him look up; and he was restored, and saw every man 
clearly. Now this must be done for you ; and in order to 
have it done, you must go to Christ Himself, not to one 
of His servants. Make your complaint, tell Him how ob- 
scure everything still looks to you, and beg Him to complete 
your cure. He may see fit to try your faith and patience by 
delaying this completion; but meanwhile you are safe in 
His presence, and while led by His hand He will excuse 
the mistakes you make, and pity your falls. But you will 
imagine that it is best that He should at once enable you to 
see clearly. If it is, you may be sure He will do it. He 
never makes mistakes. But He often deals far differently 
with His disciples. He lets them grope their way in the 
dark, until they fully learn how blind they are, how helpless, 
how absolutely in need of Him. 

" What His methods will be with you I cannot foretell. 
But you may be sure that He never works in an arbitrary 
way. He has a reason for everything He does. You may 
not understand why He leads you now in this way, and now 
in that, but you may, nay, you must believe that perfection is 
stamped on His every act. 

. " I am afraid that you are in danger of falling into an 
error only too common among young Christians. You ac- 
knowledge that there has been enmity towards God in your 
secret soul, and that one of the first steps towards peace is 
to become reconciled to Him and to have your sins forgiven 
for Chrisr/s sake. This done, you settle down with the 
feeling that the great work of life is done, and that your 
salvation is sure. Or, if not sure, that your whole business 
is to study your own case, to see whether you are really in 
a state of grace. Many persons never get beyond this point 
They spend their whole time in asking \\v$ c^x^vww 
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" • Do I love the Lord or no? 
Am I His, or am I not?' 

"I beg you, my dear child, if you are doing this aimless, 
useless work, to stop short at once. Life is too precious to 
spend in a treadmill Having been pardoned by your God 
and Saviour, the next thing you have to do is to show your 
gratitude for this infinite favour by consecrating yourself 
entirely to Him, body, soul, and spirit. This is the least 
you can do. He has bought you with a price, and you are 
no longer your own. * But,' you may reply, * this is contrary 
to my nature. I love my own way. I desire ease and plea* 
sure ; I desire to go to heaven, but I want to be carried 
thither on a bed of flowers. Can I not give myself so far 
to God as to feel a sweet sense of peace with Him, and be 
sure of final salvation, and yet, to a certain extent, indulge 
and gratify myself? If I give myself entirely away to Him, 
and lose all ownership in myself, He may deny me many 
things I greatly desire. He may make my life hard and 
wearisome, depriving me of all that now makes it agreeable.' 
But, I reply, this is no matter of parley and discussion ; it 
is not optional with God's children whether they will pay 
Him a part of the price they owe Him, and keep back the 
rest. He asks, and He has a right to ask, for all you have 
and all you are. And if you shrink from what is involved 
in such a surrender, you should fly to Him at once, and 
never rest till He has conquered this secret disinclination 
to give to Him as freely and as fully as He has given to 
you. It is true that such an act of consecration on your 
part may involve no little future discipline and correction. 
As soon as you become the Lord's by your own deliberate 
and conscious act, He will begin that process of sanctification 
which is to make you holy as He is holy, perfect as He is 
perfect He becomes at once your Physician as well as your 
dearest and best Friend, but He will use no painful remedy 
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that can be avoided Remember that it is His will that you 
should be sanctified, and that the work of making you holy 
is His, not yours. At the same time you are not to sit with 
folded hands, waiting for this blessing. You are to avoid 
laying hindrances in his way, and you are to exercise faith 
in Him as just as able and just as willing to give you sancti- 
fication as He was to give you redemption. And now, if 
you ask how you may know that you have truly consecrated 
yourself to Him, I reply, observe every indication of His 
will concerning you, no matter how trivial, and see whether 
you at once close in with that will Lay down this principle 
as a law — God does nothing arbitrary. If He takes away 
your health, for instance, it is because He has some reason 
for doing so ; and this is true of everything you value ; and if 
you have real faith in Him you will not insist on knowing this 
reason. If you find, in the course of daily events, that your 
self-consecration was not perfect — that is, that your will re- 
volts at His will— do not be discouraged, but fly to your 
Saviour and stay in His presence till you obtain the spirit 
in which He cried in His hour of anguish, * Father, if Thou 
be willing, remove this cup from me : nevertheless, not my 
will but Thine be done.' Every time you do this it will be 
easier to do it ; every such consent to suffer will bring you 
nearer and nearer to Him; and in this nearness to Him 
you will find such peace, such blessed, sweet peace, as will 
make your life infinitely happy, no matter what may be its 
mere outside conditions. Just think, my dear Katy, of the 
honour and the joy of having your will one with" the Divine 
will, and so becoming chariged into Christ's image from 
glory to glory ! 

" But I cannot say, in a letter, the tithe of what I want 
to say. Listen to my sermons from week to week, and 
glean from them all the instruction you can, remembering 
that they are preached to you. 
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" In reading the Bible I advise you to choose detached 
passages, or even one verse a-day, rather than whole chap- 
ters. Study every word, ponder and pray over it till you 
have got out of it all the truth it contains. 

" As to the other devotional reading, it is better to settle 
down on a few favourite authors, and read their works over 
and over and over, until you have digested their thoughts 
and made them your own. 

" It has been said ' that a fixed, inflexible will is a great 
assistance in a holy life.' 

" You can will to choose for your associates those who 
are most devout and holy. 

" You can will to read books that will stimulate you in 
your Christian life, rather than those that merely amuse. 

" You can will to use every means of grace appointed by 
God. 

"You can will to spend much time in prayer, without 
regard to your frame at the moment 

" You can will to prefer a religion of principle to one of 
mere feeling; in other words, to obey the will of God 
when no comfortable glow of emotion accompanies your 
obedience. 

"You cannot will to possess the spirit of Christ; that 
must come as His gift, but you can choose to study His 
life, and to imitate it. This will infallibly lead to such 
self-denying work as visiting the poor, nursing the sick, 
giving of your time and money to the needy, and the 
like." 

" If the thought of such self-denial is repugnant to you, 
remember that it is enough for the disciple to be as his 
Lord. And let me assure you that as you penetrate the 
labyrinth of life in pursuit of Christian duty, you will often 
be surprised and charmed by meeting your Master Himself 
amid its windings and turnings, and receive His soul- 
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inspiring smile. Or, I should rather say, you will always 
meet Him, wherever you go." 

I have read this letter again and again. It has taken 
such hold of me that I can think of nothing else. The 
idea of seeking holiness had never so much as crossed my 
mind. And even now it seems like presumption for such 
a one as I to utter so sacred a word. And I shrink from 
committing myself to such a pursuit, lest after a time I 
should fall back into the old routine. And I have an un- 
defined, wicked dread of being singular, as well as a 
certain terror of self-denial and loss of all liberty. But no 
choice seems left to me. Now that my duty has been 
clearly pointed out to me, I do not stand where I did 
before. And I feel, mingled with my indolence and love 
of ease and pleasure, some drawings towards a higher and 
better life. There is one thing I can do, and that is to 
pray that Jesus would do for me what He did for the blind 
man— put His hands yet again upon my eyes and make me 
to see clearly. And I wilL 

March 30. — Yes, I have prayed, and He has 

heard me. I see that I have no right to live for myself, 
and that I must live for Him. I have given myself to Him 
as I never did before, and have entered, as it were, a new 
world. I was very happy when I first began to believe in 
His love for me, and that He had redeemed me. But this 
new happiness is deeper ; it involves something higher than 
getting to heaven at last, which has, hitherto, been my 
great aim. 

— March 31. — The more I pray, and the more I 
read the Bible, the more I feel my ignorance. And the 
more earnestly I desire holiness, the moie uVtotY} ^afos&j \. 
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see myself to be. But I have pledged myself to the Lord, 
and I must pay my vows, cost what it may. 

I have begun to read Taylor's Holy Living and Dying. 
A month ago I should have found it a tedious, dry book. 
But I am reading it with a sort of avidity, like one seeking 
after hid treasure. Mother, observing what I was doing, 
advised me not to read it straight through, but to mingle a 
passage now and then with chapters from other books. 
She suggested my beginning on Baxter's Saint's Rest, and 
of that I have read every word. I shall read it over, as 
Dr. Cabot advised, till I have fully caught its spirit Even 
this one reading has taken away my lingering fear of death, 
and made heaven wonderfully attractive. I never mean to 
read worldly books again, and my music and drawing 1 
have given up for ever. 



VII. 



April l. 

MOTHER asked me last evening to sing and play to 
her. I was embarrassed to know how to excuse 
myself without telling her my real reason for declining. 
But somehow she got it out of me. 

" One need not be fanatical, in order to be religious," she 
said. 

" Is it fanatical to give up all for God ? " I asked. 

"What is it to give up all?" she asked, in reply. 
• " Why, to deny one's self every gratification and indul- 
gence, in order to mortify one's natural inclinations, and to 
live entirely for Him." 

" God is then a hard Master, who allows His children 
no liberty," she replied. "Now, let us see where this 
theory will lead you. In the first place you must shut your 
eyes to all the beautiful things He has made. You must 
shut your ears to all the harmonies He has ordained. You 
must shut your heart against all sweet, human affections. 
You have a body, it is true, and it may revolt at such 
bondage " 

"We are told to keep under the body," I interrupted. 
" Oh, mother, don't hinder me ! You know that my love 
for music is a passion, and that it is my snare and tempta- 
tion. And how can I spend my whole time in reading the 
Bible, and praying, if I go on with my drawing ? It may 
do for other people to serve both God arid ^axaxcva^N^. 
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not for me. I must belong wholly to the world, or wholly 
to Christ." 

Mother said no more, and I went on with my reading. 
But somehow my book seemed to have lost its flavour. 
Besides, it was time to retire for my evening devotions, 
which I never put off now till the last thing at night, as I 
used to do. When I came down, mother was lying on the 
sofa, by which I knew she was not well. I felt troubled 
that I had refused to sing to her. Think of the money she 
has spent on that part of my education ! I went to her 
and kissed her with a pang of terror. What if she were 
going to be very sick, and to die ? 

" It is nothing, darling," she said ; " nothing at all I am 
tired, and felt a little faint." 

I looked at her anxiously, and the bare thought that she 
might die and leave me alone was so terrible that I could 
hardly help crying out And I saw as by a flash of light- 
ning, that if God took her from me I could not, should not 
say : " Thy will be done." 

But she was better after taking a few drops of lavender, 
and what colour she has came back to her dear, sweet 
face. 

April 12. — Dr. Cabot's letter has lost all its power 

over me. A stone has more feeling than I. I don't love 
to pray. I am sick and tired of this dreadful struggle after 
holiness; good books are all alike, flat and meaningless. 
But I must have something to absorb and carry me away, 
and I have come back to my music and my drawing with 
new zest. Mother was right in warning me against giving 
them up. Maria Kelley is teaching me to paint in oil- 
culours, and says I have a natural gift for it 

- — April 13. — Mother asked me to go to church with 
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her last evening, and I said I did not want to go. Sh2 
looked surprised and troubled. 

"Are you not well, dear? ,, she asked. 

"I don't know. Yes. I suppose I am. But I could 
not be still at church five minutes. I am so nervous that 
I feel as if I should fly." 

" I see how it is," she said ; " you have forgotten that 
body of yours, of which I reminded you, and have been 
trying to live as if you were all soul and spirit You have 
been straining every nerve to acquire perfection, whereas 
this is God's gift, and one that He is willing to give you, 
fully and freely." 

" I have done seeking for that or anything else that is 
good," I said, despondently. " And so I have gone back 
to my music and everything else." 

" Here is just the rock upon which you split," she re- 
turned. " You speak of going back to your music, as if 
that implied going away from God. You rush from one 
extreme to another. The only true way to live in this 
world, constituted just as we are, is to make all our employ- 
ments subserve the one great end and aim of existence, 
namely, to glorify God and to enjoy Him for ever. But in 
order to do this we must be wise task-masters, and not 
require of ourselves what we cannot possibly perform. 
Recreation we must have. Otherwise, the strings of our 
soul, wound up to an unnatural tension, will break." 

" Oh, I do wish," I cried, " that God had given us plain 
rules, about which we could make no mistake !" 

u I think His rules are plain," she replied. " And some 
liberty of action He must leave us, or we should become 
mere machines. I think that those who love Him, and 
wait upon Him day by day, learn His will almost imper- 
ceptibly, and need not go astray." 

" But, mother, music and drawing ate *\\ar£-^jA \fc<3v& 



78 Stepping Heavenward. 

in such hands as mine. I cannot be moderate in "my use 
of them. And the more I delight in them, the less I delight 
in God." 

" Yes, this is human nature. But God's divine nature 
will supplant it, if we only consent to let Him work in us of 
His own good pleasure." 

New York, April 16. — After all, mother has come off 
conqueror, and here I am at Aunty's. After our quiet, 
plain little home, in our quiet little town, this seems like a 
new world. The house is large, but it is as full as it can 
hold. Aunty has six children of her own, and has adopted 
two. She says she always meant to imitate the old woman 
who lived in a shoe. She reminds me of mother, and yet 
she is very different ; full of fun and energy ; flying about 
the house as on wings, with a kind, bright word for every- 
body. All her household affairs go on like clock-work; 
the children are always nicely dressed ; nobody ever seems 
out of humour ; nobody is ever sick. Aunty is the central 
object round which everybody revolves; you can't forget 
her a moment, for she is always doing something for you ; 
and then her unflagging good humour and cheerfulness 
keep you good-humoured and cheerful. I don't wonder 
Uncle Alfred loves her so ! 

I hope I shall have just such a home. I mean this is 
the sort of home I should like if I ever married, which I 
never mean to do. I should like to be just such a bright, 
loving wife as Aunty is ; to have my husband lean on me as 
Uncle leans on her ; to have just as many children, and to 
train them as wisely and kindly as she does hers: Then, 
indeed, I should feel that I had not been born in vain, but 
had a high and sacred mission on earth. But as it is, I 
must just pick up what scraps of usefulness I can, and let 
the rest qo. 
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— — April 18. — Aunty says I sit writing and reading 
and thinking too much, and wants me to go out more. 
I tell her I don't feel strong enough to go out much. 
She Says that is all nonsense, and drags me out. I 
get tired and hungry, and sleep like a baby a month 
old. I see now mother's wisdom and kindness in making 
me* leave home when I did. I had veered about from 
point to point till I was nearly ill. Now Aunty keeps me 
well by making me go out, and dear Dr. Cabot's precious 
letter can work a true and not a morbid work in my soul. I 
am very happy. I have delightful talks with Aunty, who sets 
me right at this point and at that ; and it is beautiful to watch 
her home-life, and to see with what sweet unconsciousness 
she carries her religion into every detail. I am sure it must 
do me good to be here ; and yet if I am growing better, 
how slowly, how slowly it is ! Somebody has said that 
" our course heavenward is like the plan of the zealous pil- 
grims of old, who for every three steps forward, took one 
backward." 

April 30. — Aunty's baby, my dear father's name- 
sake, and hitherto the merriest little fellow I ever saw, was 
taken sick last night, very suddenly. She sent for the doc- 
tor at once, who would not say positively what was the 
matter, but this morning pronounced it scarlet fever. The 
three youngest have all come down with it to-day. If they 
were my children, I should be in a perfect worry and flurry. 
Indeed, I am as it is. But Aunty is as bright and as 
cheerful as ever. She flies from one to another, and keeps 
up their spirits with her own gaiety. I am mortified to 
find that at such a time as this I can think of myself, and 
that I find it irksome to be shut up in sick-rooms, instead 
of walking, driving, visiting, and the like. But, as Dr. 
Cabot says, I can now choose to imitate tnj "\Aa&\fcx,> ^&» 
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spent His whole life in doing good, and I do hope, too, to 
be of some little use to Aunty, after her kindness to me. 

May i. — The doctor says the children are doing as 

well as could be expected He made a short visit this 
■morning as it is Sunday. If I had ever seen him before I 
should say I had some unpleasant association with him. I 
wonder Aunty employs such a great clumsy man. But 
she says he is very good, and very skilful. I wish I did 
not take such violent likes and dislikes to people. I want 
my religion to change me in every respect. 

May 2. — Oh, I know now ! This is the very man 

who was so rude at Sunday-school, and afterwards made 
such a nice address to the children ! Well, he may know 
how to speak in public, but I am sure he does not in private. 
I never knew such a shut-up man. 

May 4. — I have my hands as full as they can hold : 

The children have got so fond of me, and one or the other 
is in my lap nearly all the time. I sing to them, tell them 
stories, build block-houses, and relieve Aunty all I can. 
Dull and pokey as the doctor is, I am not afraid of him, for 
he never notices anything I say or do, so, while he is hold- 
ing solemn consultations with Aunty in one corner, I can 
sing and talk all sorts of nonsense to my little pets in mine. 
What fearful black eyes he has, and what masses of black 
hair ! 

This busy life quite suits me, now that I have got used to 
to it. And it sweetens every bit of work to think that I am 
doing it in humble, far-off, yet real imitation of Jesus. I am 
indeed really and truly happy. 

— May 14. — It is now two weeks since little Raymond 
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was taken sick, and I have just lived in the nursery all the 
time, though Aunty has tried to make me go out. Little 
Emma was taken down to-day, though she has been kept on 
the third floor all the time. I feel dreadfully myself. But 
this hard, cold doctor of Aunty's is so taken up with the 
children that he never so much as looks at me. I have been 
in a perfect shiver all day, but these merciless little folks 
call for stories as eagerly as ever. Well, let me be a com- 
fort to them if I can ! I hate selfishness more and more, 
and am shocked to see how selfish I have been. 

May 15. — I was in a burning fever all night, and 

my head ached, and my throat was and is very sore. Jf I 
knew I was going to die I would burn up this journal first 
— I would not have anyone see it for the world. 

May 24. — Dr. Elliott asked me on Sunday morning 

a week ago, if I still felt well. For answer I behaved like a 
goose, and burst out crying. Aunty looked more anxious 
than I have seen her look yet, and reproached herself for 
having allowed me to be with the children. She took me 
by one elbow, and the doctor by the other, and they marched 
me off to my own room, where I was put through the 
usual routine on such occas ions, and then ordered to bed. 
I fell asleep immediately and slept all day The doctor 
came to see me in the evening, and made me a short, stiff 
little visit, gave me a powder, and said he thought I should 
soon be better. 

I had two such visits from him the next day, when I began 
to feel quite like myself again, and in spite of his grave, 
staid deportment, could not help letting my good spirits run 
away with me in a style that evidently shocked him. He 
s.iyi persons nursing in scarlet fever often Y\a.\^ smOcv \\\&a. 
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not leave until four o'clock. And if I may be allowed, as a 
physician, to say one word, that my brief acquaintance 
hardly justifies, I do wish to warn you that unless you 
acquire more self-control " 

" Oh, I know that I have a quick temper, and that I 
spoke very rudely to you just now," I interrupted, not a 
little startled by the seriousness of his manner. 

"I did not refer to your temper," he said. "I meant 
your whole passionate nature. Your vehement loves and 
hates, your ecstacies and your despondencies ; your dispo- 
sition to throw yourself headlong into whatever interests 
you." 

" I would rather have too little self-control," I retorted, 
resentfully, " than to be as cold as a stone, and as hard as a 
rock, and as silent as the grave, like some people I know." 

His countenance fell; he looked disappointed, even 
pained. 

" I shall probably see your mother," he said, turning to 
go ; " your aunt wishes me to call on her. Have you any 
message?" 

"No? I said. 

Another pained, disappointed look made me begin to 
recollect myself. I was sorry, oh ! so sorry, for my anger 
and rudeness. I ran after him, into the hall, my eyes full 
of tears, holding out both hands, which he took in both his. 

" Don't go until you have forgiven me for being so angry !" 
I cried. " Indeed, Dr. Elliott, though you may not be able 
to believe it, I am trying to do right all the time !" 

" I do believe it," he said earnestly. 

" Then tell me that you forgive me !" 

" If I once begin, I shall be tempted to tell something 

else," he said, looking me through and through with those 

great dusky eyes. "And I will tell it," he went on, his 

grasp on my hands growing firmer — " It is easy to forgive 
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when one loves." I pulled my hands away, and burst out 

crying again. 

"Oh, Dr. Elliott, this is dreadful 7" I said. "You do 

not, you cannot love me ! You are so much older than I 

am ! So grave and silent ! You are not in earnest !" 
"lam only too much so," he said, and went quietly out 
I went back to the nursery. The children rushed upon 

me, and insisted that I should " play die." I let them pull 

me about as they pleased. I only wished I could play it in 

earnest 
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VIII. 

July 16. 

MOTHER writes me that Dr. Cabot is out of danger, 
Dr. Elliott having thrown new light on his case, 
and performed some sort of an operation that relieved him 
at once. I am going home. Nothing would tempt me to 
encounter those black eyes again. Besides, the weather is 
growing warm, and Aunty is getting ready to go out of town 
with the children. 

June 29. — Aunty insisted on knowing why I was 



hurrying home so suddenly, and at last got it out of me inch 
by inch. On the whole it was a relief to have some one to 
speak to. 

"Well !" she said, and leaned back in her chair in a fit of 
musing. 

" Is that all you are going to say, Aunty ?" I ventured to 
ask at last. 

"No, I have one more remark to add," she said, "and it 
is this : I don't know which of you has behaved most ridicu- 
lously. It would relieve me to give you each a good 
shaking." 

" I think Dr. Elliott has behaved ridiculously," I said, 
" and he has made me very unhappy." 

" Unhappy !" she repeated. " I don't wonder you are un- 
happy. You have pained and wounded one of the noblest 
men that walk the earth." 



Stepping Heavenward, 87 

" It is not my fault I never tried to make him like me." 

" Yes, you did. Y01 were perfectly bewitching whenever 
he came here. No mortal man could help being fasci- 
nated." 

I knew this was not true, and bitterly resented Aunty's 
injustice. 

"If I wanted to 'fascinate* or 'bewitch' a man,' I cried, 
" I should not choose one old enough to be my lather, nor 
one who was as uninteresting, awkward, and stiff as Dr. 
Elliott. Besides, how should I know he was not married ? 
If I thought anything about it at all, I certainly thought of 
him as a middle-aged man, settled down with a *ie, long 
ago." 

" In the first place he is not old, or even middle-aged. 
He is not more than twenty-seven or eight As to his being 
uninteresting, perhaps he is to you, who dont't know him. 
And if he were a married man, what business had he to come 
here to see you, as he has done?" 

" I did not know he came to see me ; he never spoke to 
me. And I always said I would never marry a doctor." 

" We all say scores of things we live to repent," she replied. 
" But I must own that the doctor acted quite out of character 
when he expected you to take a fancy to him on such short 
notice, you romantic little thing. Of course, knowing him 
as little as you do, and only seeing him in sick rooms, you 
could not have done othenvise than as you did." 

" Thank you, Aunty," I said, running and throwing my 
arms around her ; " thank you with all my heart. And now 
won't you take back what you said about my trying to 
fascinate him?" 

" I suppose I must, you dear child," she said. " I was 
not half in earnest The truth is I am so fond of you both 
that the idea of your misunderstanding each other annoys 
me extreme]/. Why, you were made fox *a.Ocv tf&tfx. ^& 
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would tone you down and keep you straight, and you would 
stimulate him and keep him awake." 

"I don't want to be toned down or kept straight/' I 
remonstrated. " I hate prigs who keep their wives in leading 
strings. I do not mean to marry any one, but if I should 
be left to such a piece of folly, it must be to one who will 
take me for better for worser, just as I am, and not as a wild 
plant for him to prune till he has got it into a shape to 
suit him. And now, Aunty, promise me one thing. Never 
mention Dr. Elliott's name to me again." 

" I shall make no such promise," she replied, laughing. 
" I like him, and I like to talk about him, and the more you 
hate and despise him the more I shall love and admire him. 
I only wish my Lucy were old enough to be his wife, and 
that he could fancy her ; but he never could !" 

"On the contrary, I should think that little model of 
propriety would just suit him," I exclaimed. 

" Don't make fun of Lucy," Aunty said, shaking her head. 
" She is a dear, good child, after all" 

" After all" means this, for what with my own observation, 
and what Aunty has told me, Lucy's portrait is easy to paint. 
The child is the daughter of a man who died from a lingering 
illness caused by an accident. She entered the family at a 
most inauspicious moment, two days after this accident. 
From the outset she comprehended the situation, and took 
the ground that a character of irreproachable dignity and 
propriety became an infant coming at such a time. She 
never cried, never put improper objects into her mouth, 
never bumped her head, or scratched herself. - Once put to 
bed at night, you knew nothing more of her till such time 
next day as you found it convenient to attend to her. If 
you forgot her existence, as was not seldom the case under 
the circumstances, she vegetated on, unmoved. It is possible 
that pangs of hunger sometimes assailed tax, at\d it is a fact 
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that she teethed, had the measles and the whooping cough. 
But these minute ripples on her infant life only showed the 
more clearly what a waveless, placid little sea it was. She 
got her teeth in the order laid down in " Dewees on Chil- 
dren ;" her measles came out on the appointed day like well 
behaved measles as they were ; and retired decently and in 
order, as measles should. Her whooping-cough had a well 
bred, methodical air, and left her conqueror of the field. As 
the child passed out of her babyhood, she remained still her 
mother's appendage and glory ; a monument of pure white 
marble, displaying to the human race one instance at least, 
of perfect parental training. Those smooth round hands 
were always magically clean ; the dress immaculate and un- 
crumpled ; the hair dutifully shining and tidy. She was a 
model child, as she had been a model baby. No slamming 
of doors, no litter of carpets, no pattering of noisy feet on 
the stairs, no headless dolls, no soiled or torn books indi- 
cated her presence. Her dolls were subject to a methodical 
training, not unlike her own. They rose, they were dressed, 
they took the air, they retired for the night, with clock-like 
regularity. At the advanced age of eight, she ceased occu- 
pying herself with such trifles, and began a course of in- 
structive reading. Her lessons were received in mute sub- 
mission, like medicine ; so many doses, so many times a day. 
An agreeable interlude of needle-work was afforded, and 
Dorcas-like, many were the garments that resulted for the 
poor. Give her the very eyes out of your head, cut off your 
right hand for her if you choose, but don't expect a gush of 
enthusiasm that would crumple your collar ; she would as 
soon strangle herself as run headlong to embrace you. If 
sh£ has any passions or emotions, they are kept under ; but 
who asks for passion in blancmange, or seeks emotion in a 
comfortable apple-pudding ? 
When her father had been dead a 7fc«, \^x TfctfOcssx 
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married a man with a large family of children and a very 
small purse. Lucy had a hard time of it, especially as her 
step-father, a quick, impulsive man, took a dislike to her. 
Aunty had no difficulty in persuading them to give the 
child to her. She took her from the purest motives, and 
it does seem as if she ought to have more reward than she- 
gets. She declares, however, that she has all the reward 
she could ask in the conviction that God accepts this 
attempt to please Him. 

Lucy is now nearly fourteen ; very large of her age, with 
a dead white skin, pale blue eyes, and a little light hair. To 
hear her talk is most edifying. Her babies are all " babes ; " 
she never begins anything, but " commences it ; " she never 
cries, she " weeps ; " never gets up in the morning, but 
" rises." But what am I writing all this for ? Why, to escape 
my own thoughts, which are anything but agreeable com- 
panions, and to put off answering the question which must 
be answered, " Have I really made a mistake in refusing 
Dr. Elliott ? Could I not, in time, have come to love a 
man who has so honoured me ? " 

Jtdy 5« — Here I am again, safely at home and very 

pleasant it seems to be with dear mother again. I have 
told her about Dr. E. She says very little about it oneway 
or the other. 

—July 10. — Mother sees that I am restless and out 
of sorts. "What is it, dear?" she asked, this morning. 
" Has Dr. Elliott anything to do with the unsettled state 
you are in ? " 

"Why, no, mother," I answered. "My going away 
has broken up all my habits ; that's all. Still, if I knew 
Dr. Elliott did not care much, and was beginning to forget 
it, I dare say I should feel bettet ." 
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" If you were perfectly sure that you never could return 
his affection," she said, " you were quite right in telling him 
so at once. But if you had any misgivings on the subject, 
it would have been better to wait, and ask God to direct you." 

Yes, it would. But at the moment, I had no misgivings. 
In my usual headlong style I settled one of the most 
weighty questions of my life, without reflection, without so 
much as one silent appeal to God, to tell me how to act 
And now I have for ever repelled, and thrown away a heart 
that truly loved me. He will go his way and I shall go 
mine. He never will know, what I am only just beginning 
to know myself, that I yearn after his love with unutterable 
yearning. 

But I am not going to sit down in sentimental despon- 
dency to weep over this irreparable past. No human being 
could forgive such folly as mine, but God can. In my 
sorrowfulness and loneliness I fly to Him, and find, what is 
better than earthly felicity, the sweetest peace. He allowed 
me to bring upon myself, in one hasty moment, a shadow 
out of which I shall not soon pass, but He pities and He 
forgives me, and I have had many precious moments when 
I could say sincerely and joyfully, "Whom have I in 
heaven but Thee, and there is none upon earth that I 
desire beside Thee." 

With a character still so undisciplined as mine, I seriously 
doubt whether I could have made him happy who has 
honoured me with his unmerited affection. Sometimes I 
think I am as impetuous and as quick-tempered as ever. 
I get angry with dear mother, and with James even, if they 
oppose me, how unfit, then, I am to become the mistress of 
a household and the wife of a good man ! 

How came he to love me ? I cannot, cannot imagine ! 

Augtist 31.— -The last day of the veT^Y^^^^x^xwet 
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I ever spent. If I had only been willing to believe the 
testimony of others I might have been just as happy long 
ago. But I wanted to have all there was in God and all 
there was in the world, at once, and there was a constant, 
painful struggle between the two. I hope that struggle is 
now over. I deliberately choose and prefer God. I have 
found a sweet peace in trying to please Him, such as I 
never conceived of. I would not change it for all the best 
things this world can give. 

But I have a great deal to learn. I am like a little 
child who cannot run to get what he wants, but approaches 
it step by step, slowly, timidly, and yet approaches it. 
I am amazed at the patience of my blessed Master and 
Teacher, but how I love His school. 

September. — This too, has been a delightful month in 

a certain sense. Amelia's marriage, at which I had to be 
present, upset me a little, but it was but a little ruffle on a 
deep sea of peace. 

I saw Dr. Cabot to-day. He is quite well again, and 
speaks of Dr. Elliott's skill with rapture. He asked about 
my Sunday-scholars and my poor folks, &c, find I could 
not half letting out a little of the new joy that has taken 
possession of me. 

" This is as it should be," he said. " I should be sorry 
to see a person of your temperament enthusiastic in every- 
thing save religion. Do not be discouraged if you have 
some ups and downs. ' He that is down need fear no fall ;' 
but you are away up on the heights, and may have one now 
and then." 

This made me a little uncomfortable. I don't want any 
falls. I want to go on to perfection. 

Oct. i. — Laura Cabot came to see me to day, and 

seemed very affectionate. 
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" I hope we may see more of each other than we have 
done," she began. " My father wishes it, and so do I." 

Katy^ mentally. — " Ah ! he sees how unworldly, how 
devoted I am, and so wants Laura under my influence. 

Katy, aloud. — " I am sure that is very kind." 

Laura. — " Not at all. He knows it will be profitable to 
me to be with you. I get a good deal discouraged at times, 
and want a friend to strengthen and help me." 

Katy^ to herself. — "Yes, yes, he thinks me quite 
experienced and trustworthy." 

Katy^ aloud. — " I shall never dare to try to help you." 

Laura. — " Oh, yes, you must. I am so far behind you 
in Christian experience." 

But I am ashamed to write down any more. After she 
had gone I felt delightfully puffed up for a while. But 
when I came up to my room this evening, and knelt down 
to pray, everything looked dark and chaotic God seemed 
far away, and I took no pleasure in speaking to Him. I 
felt sure that I had done something or felt something wrong, 
and asked Him to show me what it was. There then flashed 
into my mind the remembrance of the vain, conceited 
thoughts I had had during Laura's visit and ever since. 

How perfectly contemptible ! I have had a fall indeed ! 

I think now my first mistake was in telling Dr. Cabot my 
secret, sacred joys, as if some merit of mine had earned 
them for me ! That gave Satan a fine chance to triumph, 
over me. After this I am determined to maintain the 
utmost reserve in respect to my religious experiences. 
Nothing is gained by running to tell them, and much is 
lost. 

I feel depressed and comfortless. 









IX. 



Oct. 10. 

WE have very sad news from aunty. She says my uncle 
is quite broken down with some obscure disease that 
has been creeping stealthily along for months. All his 
physicians agree that he must give up his business and try 
the effect of a year's rest. Dr. Elliott proposes his going to 
Europe, which seems to me about as formidable as going to 
the next world. Aunty makes the best she can of it, but she 
says the thought of being separated from uncle a whole year 
is dreadful. I pray for her day and night, that this wild 
project may be given up. Why, he would be on the ocean 
ever so many weeks, exposed to all the discomforts of narrow 
quarters and poor food, and that just as winter is drawing 
nigh ! 

Oct. 12. — Aunty writes that the voyage to Europe has 

been decided on, and that Dr. Elliott is to accompany uncle, 
travel with him, amuse him, and bring him home a well 
man. I hope Dr. E.'s power to amuse may exist some- 
where, but must own it was in a most latent form when I 
had the pleasure of knowing him. Poor aunty ! How much 
better it would be for her to go with uncle ! There are all 
the children, to be sure. Well, I hope uncle may.be the 
better for this great undertaking, but I don't like the idea 
of it. 
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Oct. 15. — Another letter from aunty, and new plans ! 

The Dr. is to stay at home, aunty is to go with uncle, and 
we — mother and myself— are to take possession of the house 
and children during their absence ! In other words, all this 
is to be if we say amen. Could anything be more frightful ? 
To refuse would be selfish and cruel. If we consent I thrust 
myself under Dr. Elliott's very nose. 

Oct. 16. — Mother is surprised that I can hesitate 

one instant She seems to have forgotten all about Dr. E. 
She says we can easily find a family to take this house for a 
year, and that she is delighted to do anything for aunty that 
can be done. 



-Nov. 4. — Here we are, the whole thing settled. Uncle 

. and aunty started a week ago, and we are m6narch of all we 
survey, and this is a great deal. I am determined tliat 
mother shall not be worn out with these children, although, 
of course, I could not manage them without her advice and 
help. It is to be hoped they won't all have the measles in a 
body, or anything of that sort ; I am sure it would be annoy- 
ing to Dr. E. to come here now. 

Nov. 25. — Of course, the baby must go Qn teething 



if only to have the doctor sent for to lance his gums. I told 
mother I was sure I could not be present when this was 
being done, so, though she looked surprised, and said 
people should accustom themselves to such things, she 
volunteered to hold baby herself. 

Nov. 26. — The baby was afraid of mother, not 

being used to her, so she sent for me. As I entered the 
room she gave him ttf me with an apology for doing so 
since I shrank from witnessing the operation. What must 
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Dr. E. think I am made of if I can't bear to see a child's 
gums lanced ? However, it is my own fault that he thinks 
me such a coward, for I made mother think me one. It 
was very embarrassing to hold baby and have the doctor's 
face so close to mine. I really wonder mother should 
not see how awkwardly I am situated here. 

Nov. 27. — We have a good many visitors, friends 



of uncle and aunty. How uninteresting most people are ! 
They all say the same thing, namely, how strange that 
aunty had courage to undertake such a voyage, and to leave 
her children, etc., etc., etc., and what was Dr. Elliott thinking 
of to let them go, etc., etc., etc., 

Dr. Embury called to-day, with a pretty little fresh 
creature, his new wife, who hangs on his arm like a work- 
bag. He is Dr. Elliott's intimate friend, and spoke of him 
. very warmly, and so did his wife, who says she has known 
him always, as they were born and brought up in the same 
village. I wonder he did not marry her himself, instead 
of leaving her for Dr. Embury ! 

She says he, Dr. Elliott I mean, was the most devoted 
son she ever saw, and that he deserves his present success 
because he has made such sacrifices for his parents. I 
never met any one whom I liked so well on so short acquaint- 
ance — I mean Mrs. Embury, though you might fancy, you 
poor deluded journal, you, that I meant somebody else. 

Nov. 30. — I have so much to do that I have little 



time for writing. The way the children wear out their 
shoes and stockings, the speed with which their hair grows, 
the way they bump their heads and pinch their fingers, and 
the insatiable demand for stories is something next to mi- 
raculous. Not a day passes that somebody doesn't need 
something bought ; that somebody else doesn't choke itself, 
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and that I don't have to tell stories till I feel my intellect 
reduced to the size of a pea. If ever I was alive and 
wide awake, however, it is just now, and in spite of some 
vague shadows of, I don't know what, I am very happy 
indeed. So is dear mother. She and the doctor have 
become bosom friends. He keeps her making beef-tea, 
scraping lint, and boiling calves' feet for jelly, till the house 
smells like a hospital. 

I suppose he thinks me a poor selfish frivolous girl, whom 
nothing would tempt to raise a finger for his invalids. But, 
of course, I do not care what he thinks, 

Dec. 4. — Dr. Elliott came this morning to ask mother 

to go with him to see a child who had met with a horrible 
accident She turned pale, and pressed her lips together, 
but went at once to get ready. Then my long-suppressed 
wrath burst out. 

"How can you ask poor mother to go and see such 
sights? " I cried. " You must think her nothing but a stone, 
if you suppose that after the way in which my father 
died" 

" It was indeed most thoughtless in me," he interrupted ; 
" but your mother is such a rare woman, so decided and 
self-controlled, yet so gentle, so full of tender sympathy, 
that I hardly know where to look for just the help I need to- 
day. If you could see this poor child, even you would 
justify me. ,, 

" Even you!" you monster of selfishness, heart of stone, 
floatingbubble, " even you " " would justify it ! " 

How cruel, how unjust, how unforgiving he is ! 

I rushed out of the room, and cried until I was tired. 

Dec. 6. — Mother says she feels really grateful to 

Dr. E. fortakingher to see that child, and to help to soothe 
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and comfort it while he went through with a severe, painful 
operation, which she would not describe, because she fancied 
I looked pale. I said I should think the child's mother the 
most proper person to soothe it on such an occasion. 

" The poor thing has no mother," she said, reproachfully. 
" What has got into you, Kate ? You do not seem at all like 
yourself." 

" I should think you had enough to do with this great 
house to keep in order, so many mouths to fill, and so many 
servants to oversee, without wearing yourself out with nursing 
all Dr. Elliott's poor folks," I said, gloomily. 

" The more I have to do, the happier I am," she replied. 
" Dear Katy, the old wound isn't healed yet, and I like to be 
with those who have wounds and bruises of their own. And 
Dr. Elliott- seems to have divined this by instinct." 

I ran and kissed her dear, pale face, which grows more 
beautiful every day. No wonder she misses father so. He 
loved and honoured her beyond description, and never forgot 
one of those little courtesies which must have a great deal 
to do with a wife's happiness. People said of him that he 
was a gentleman of the old school, and that race is dying 
out. 

I feci a good deal out of sorts myself. Oh, I do so wish 
to get above myself and all my childish, petty ways, and to 
live in a region where there is no temptation and no sin I 

Dec. 22. — I have been to see Mrs. Embury to-day. 

She did not receive me as cordially as usual, and I very 
soon resolved to come away. She detained me, however. 

" Would you mind my speaking to you on a certain sub- 
ject?" she asked, with some embarrassment 

I felt myself flush up. 

" I do not want to meddle with affairs that don't concern 
me." she went on, "but Dr. Elliott and I have been intimate 
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friends all our lives. And his disappointment has really 
distressed me." 

One of my moods came on, and I couldn't speak a 
word. 

" You are not at all the sort of a girl I supposed he 
would fancy," she continued. " He always has said, he 
was waiting to find some one just like his mother, and 
she is one of the gentlest, meekest, sweetest, and fairest 
among women." 

" You ought to rejoice then that he has escaped the snare," 
I said, in a husky voice, " and is free to marry his ideal, 
when he finds her." 

"But that is just what troubles me. He is not free. 
He does not attach himself readily, and I am afraid that 
it will be a long, long time before he gets over this unlucky 
passion for you." 

" Passion ! " I cried, contemptuously. 

She looked at me with some surprise, and then went on. 

"Most girls would jump at the chance of getting such a 
husband." . 

" I don't know that I particularly care to be classed with 
4 most girls,' " I replied, loftily. 

" But if you only knew him as well as I do. He is so 
noble, so disinterested, and is so beloved by his patients. I 
could tell you scores of anecdotes about him that would 
show just what he is." 

" Thank you," I said, " I think we have discussed Dr. 
Elliott quite enough already. I cannot say that he has ele- 
vated himself in my opinion by making you take up the 
cudgels in his defence." 

"You do him injustice, when you say that," she cried. 

' His sister, the only person to whom he confided the state 

of things, begged me to find out, if I could, whether you 

had any other attachment, and if her brother's case was 



ioo Stepping Heavenward. 

quite hopeless. But I am sorry I undertook the task, as it 
has annoyed you so much." 

I came away a good deal ruffled. When I gob home 
mother said she was glad I had been out, at last, for a little 
recreation, and that she ^wished I did not confine myself 
so to the children. I said that I did not confine myself 
more than aunty did. 

" But that is different," mother objected. " She is their 
own mother, and love helps her to bear her burden." 

" So ft does me," I returned. " I love the children exactly 
as if they were my own." 

" That," she said, " is impossible." 
u I certainly do," I persisted. 

Mother would not dispute with me, though I wished she 
would. 

" A mother," she went on, " receives her children one at 
a time, and gradually adjusts herself to gradually increasing 
burdens. But you take a whole houseful upon you at once, 
and I am sure it is too much for you. You do not look or 
act like yourself." 

11 It isn't the children," I said. 
"What is it, then?" 
" Why, it's nothing," I said, pettishly. 
"I must say, dear," said mother, not noticing my manner, 
11 that your wonderful devotion to the children, aside from its 
effect on your health and temper, has given me great delight." 
"I don't see why," I said. 

" Very few girls of your age would give up their whole 
time, as you do, to such work." 

" That is because very few girls are as fond of children 
as I am. There is no virtue in doing exactly what one 
likes best to do." 

" There, go away, you contrary child," said mother laugh- 
ing. " If you won't be praised, you won't," 
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So I came up here and moped a little. I don f t see what 
ails me. 

But there is an under current of peace that is not entirely 
disturbed by any outside event In spite of my follies, and 
my short comings, I do believe that God loves and pities 
me, and will yet perfect that which concerneth me. It is a 
great mystery. But so is everything. 

Dr. Elliott to Mrs. Crofton :— 

• . • And now, my dear friend, having issued my usual 
bulletin of health, you may feel quite at ease about your 
dear children, and I come to a point in your letter which I 
would gladly pass over in silence. But this would be but a 
poor return for the interest you express in my affairs. 

Both ladies are devoted to your little flock, and Miss 
Mortimer seems not to have a thought but for them. The 
high opinion I formed of her at the outset is more than 
justified by all I see of her daily, household life. I know what 
her faults are, for she seems to take delight in revealing 
them. But I also know her rare virtues, and what a wealth 
of affection she has to bestow on the man who is so happy as 
to win her heart. But I shall never be that man. Her grow- 
ing aversion to me makes me dread a summons to your 
house, and I have hardly manliness enough to conceal the 
pain this gives me. I entreat you, therefore, never again to 
press this subject upon me. After all, I would not, if I could, 
dispense with the misery of disappointment and unrest 

Mrs. Crofton, in reply: — 

... So she hates you, does she? I am charmed to 
hear it. Indifference would be an alarming symptom, but 
good, cordial hatred, or what looks like it, is a most hopeful 
sign. The next chance you get to see her alone, assure her 
that you never shall repeat your first offence. Tf nothing 
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comes of it, I am not a woman, and never was one ; not is 
she.. 

-•- — March 25, 1836. — The New Year and my birthday 
have come and gone, and this is the first moment I could 
find for writing down all that has happened. 

The day after my last date I was full of serious, earnest 
thoughts, of new desires to live, without one reserve, for God. 
I was smarting under the remembrance of my folly at Mrs. 
Embury's, and with a sense of vague disappointment and 
discomfort, and had to fly closer than ever to Him. In the 
evening I thought I would go to the usual weekly service. 
It is true I don't like prayer-meetings, and that is a bad sign, 
I am afraid. But I am determined to go where good people 
go, and see if I can't learn to like what they like. 

Mother went with me, of course. 
. What was my surprise to find that Dr. E. was to preside ! 
I had no idea that he was that sort of a man. 

The hymns they sang were beautiful and did me good. 
So was his prayer. If all prayers were like that, I am sure I 
should like evening meetings as much as I now dislike them. 
He so evidently spoke to God in it, and as if he were used 
to such speaking. 

He then made a little address on the ministry of disap- 
pointments, as he called it. He spoke so cheerfully and 
hopefully that I began to see almost for the first time, God's 
reason for the petty trials and crosses that help to make up 
every day of one's life. He said there were few who were 
not constantly disappointed with themselves, with their slow 
progress, their childishness and weakness ; disappointed with 
their friends who, strangely enough, were never quite perfect 
enough ; and disappointed with the world, which was always 
promising so much and giving so little. Then he urged to a 
wise and patient consent to this discipline, which, if rightly 
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used, would help to temper and strengthen the soul against 
the day of sorrow and bereavement But I am not doing 
him justice in this meagre report ; there was something 
almost heavenly in his expression which words cannot 
describe. 

Coming out I heard some one ask, " Who was that young 
clergyman ? " and the answer, " Oh, that is only a doctor ! " 

Well ! the next week I went again, with mother. We had 
hardly taken our seats when Dr. E. marched in with the 
sweetest looking little creature I ever saw. He was so taken 
up with her that he did not observe either mother or myself. 
As she sat by my side I could not see her full face, but her 
profile was nearly perfect. Her eyes were of that lovely blue 
one sees in violets, and the skies, with long, soft eye-lashes, 
and her complexion was as pure as a baby's. Yet she was 
not one of your doll beauties ; her face expressed both feel- 
ing' and character. They sang together from the same book, 
though I offered her a share of mine. Of course, when 
people do that it can mean but one thing. 

So it seems he has forgotten me, and consoled himself 
with this pretty little thing. No doubt she is like his mother, 
that "gentlest, meekest, sweetest, and fairiest among women V 9 

N<nv if any body should be sick, and he should come here, 
I thought, what would become of me ? I certainly could not 
help showing that a love that can so soon take up with a 
new object, could not have been a sentiment of much depth. 

It is not pleasant to lose even a portion of one's respect 
and esteem for another. 

The next day mother went to visit an old friend of hers, 
who has a beautiful place outside of the city. The baby's 
nurse had ironing to do, so I promised to sit in the nursery 
till it was finished. Lucy came, with her books, to sit with 
me. She always follows me like my shadow. After a while 
Mrs. Embury called. I hesitated a little about trusting the 
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children to Lucy's care, for though her prim ways have given 
her the reputation of being wise beyond her years. I observe 
that she is apt to get into trouble which a quick-witted child 
would either avoid or jump out of in a twinkling. However, 
children are often left to much younger girls so, with many 
cautions, I went down, resolving to stay only a few mo- 
ments. 

But I wanted so much to know all about that pretty little 
friend of Dr. E.'s that I let Mrs. Embury stay on and on, 
though not a ray of light did I get for my pains. At hist I 
heard Lucy's step coming down stairs. 

" Cousin Katy," she said, entering the room with her usual 
propriety, "I was seated by the window, engaged with my 
studies, and the children were playing about, as usual, when 
suddenly I heard a shriek, and one of them ran past me, all 
in a blaze, and " 

I believe I pushed her out of my way as I rushed up 
stairs, for I took it for granted I should meet the little figure 
all in a blaze, coming to meet me. But I found it wrapped 
in a blanket, the flames extinguished. Meanwhile, Mrs. 
Embury had roused the whole house, and everybody came 
running up stairs. 

" Get the doctor, some of you," I cried, clasping the poor 
little writhing form in my arms. 

And then I looked to see which of them it was, and found 
it was aunty's pet lamb, everybody's pet lamb, our little 
loving, gentle Emma. 

Dr. Elliott must have come on wings, for I had not time 
to be impatient for his arrival. He was as tender as 
a woman with Emma; we cut off and tore off her clothes 
wherever the fire had touched her, and he dressed the bums 
with his own hands. He did not speak a word to me, or I 
to him. This time he did not find it necessary to advise 
me to control myself. I was as cold and hard as a stone. 
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But when poor little Emma's piercing shrieks began to 
subside, and she came a little under the influence of some 
soothing drops he had given her at the outset, I began to 
feel that sensation in the back of my neck that leads to con- 
quest over the most stubborn and the most heroic. I had 
just time to get Emma into the doctor's arms, and then 
down I went. I got over it in a minute, and was up again 
before any one had time to come to the rescue. But Dr. E. 
gave Emma to Mrs. Embury, who had taken off her things 
and been crying all the time, and said, in a low voice, 
* " I beg you will now leave the room, and lie down. And 
do not feel obliged to see me when I visit the child. That 
annoyance, at least, you should spare yourself." 

" No consideration shall make me neglect little Emma," 
I replied, defiantly. 

By this time Mrs. Embury had rocked her to sleep, and 
she lay, pale and with an air of complete exhaustion, in her 
arms. 

" You must lie down now, Miss Mortimer," Dr. Elliott 
said, as he rose to go. " I will return in a few hours to see 
how you both do." 

He stood looking at Emma, but did not go. Then Mrs. 
Embury asked the question I had not dared to ask. 

" Is the poor child in danger ? " 

" I cannot say; I trust not. Miss Mortimer's presence 
of mind in extinguishing the flames at once has, I hope, 
saved its life." 

" It was not my presence of mind; it was Lucy's!" I 
cried eagerly. Oh, how I envied her for being the heroine, 
and for the surprised, delighted smile with which he went and 
took her hand, saying, " I congratulate you, Lucy ! How 
your mother will rejoice at this ! " 

I tried to think of nothing but poor little Emma, and of 
the reward aunty had had for her kindness to Lucy. But I 
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thought of myself, and how likely it was that under the same 
circumstances I should have been beside myself, and done 
nothing. This, and many other emotions, made me burst 
out crying. 

" Yes, cry, cry, with all your heart," said Mrs. Embury, 
laying Emma gently down, and coming to get me into her 
arms. " It will do you good, poor child ! " 

She cried with me, till at last I could lie down and try to 
sleep. 

Well, the days and the weeks were very long after that. 

Dear mother had a hard time, what with her anxiety 
about Emma, and my crossness and unreasonableness. 

Dr. Elliott came and went, came and went. At last he 
said all danger was over, and that our patient little darling 
would get well. But his visits did not diminish ; he came 
twice and three times every day. Sometimes I hoped he 
would tell us about his new flame, and sometimes I felt that' 
I could not hear her mentioned. One day mother was so 
unwell that I had to help him dress Emma's burns, and I 
could not help saying ; — 

" Even a mother's gentlest touch, full of love as it is, is 
almost rough compared with that of one trained to such 
careful handling as you are." 

He looked gratified, but said :— 

" I am glad you begin to find that even stones feel, some- 
times." 

Anotrer time something was said about the fickleness of 
women. Mrs. Embury began it. I fired up, of course. 

He seemed astonished at my attack. 
„ " /said nothing," he declared. 

" No, but you looked a good many things. Now, the fact 
is, women are not fickle. When they lose what they value 
most, they find it impossible to replace it. But men con- 
sole themselves with the first good thing that comes along." 
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I daresay I spoke bitterly, for I was thinking how soon 

Ch , I mean somebody, replaced me in his shallow 

heart, and how, with equal speed, Dr. Elliott had helped 
himself to a new love. 

"I do not like these sweeping assertions," said Dr. 
Elliott, looking a good deal annoyed. 

11 1 have to say what I think," I persisted, 

" It is well to think rightly, then," he said, gravely. 

" By the by, have you heard from Helen ? " Mrs. Em- 
bury most irrelevantly asked. 

" Yes, I heard yesterday." 

" I suppose you will be writing her, then ? Will you en- 
close a little note from me? Or rather, let me have the 
least corner of your sheet ? " 

I was shocked at her want of delicacy. Of course this 
Helen must be the new love, and how could a woman with 
two grains of sense, imagine he would want to spare her a 
part of his sheet ! 

I felt tired and irritated. As soon as Dr. Elliott had 
gone, I began to give her a good setting down. 

" I could hardly believe my ears," I said, "when I heard 
you ask leave to write on Dr. Elliott's sheet." 

" No wonder," she said, laughing. " I suppose you never 
knew what it was to have to count every shilling, and to 
deny yourself the pleasure of writing to a friend because 
of what it would cost. I'm sure I never did till I was 
married." 

" But to ask him to let you help write his love-letters," I 
objected. . 

" Ah ! that is the way the wind blows ? " she cried, 
nodding her pretty little head. " Well then, let me relieve 
your mind, my dear, by informing you that this 'love-letter' 
is to his sister, my dearest friend, and the sweetest little 
thing you ever saw." 
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" Oh ! " I said, and immediately felt quite rested, and 
quite like myself. 

Like myself ! and who is she, pray ? 

Two souls dwell in my poor little body, and which of 
them is me and which of them isn't, it would be hard to 
tell. This is the way they behave : — 

SCENE I. 

Katy 9 to the other creature, whom I will call Kate. — 
Your mother looks tired and you have been very cross. 
Run and put your arms around her, and tell her how you 
love her. 

Kate, — Oh I can't; it would look queer. I don't like 
palaver. Besides, who would not be cross who felt as I do? 

SCENE II. 

Katy. — Little Emma has nothing to do, and ought to be 
amused. Tell her a story, do. 

Kate. — I am tired, and need to be amused myself. 

Katy. — But the dear little thing is so patient, and has 
suffered so much ! 

Kate. — Well, I have suffered, too. If she had not climbed 
up on the fender she would not have got burned. 

SCENE III. 

Kate. — You are very irritable to-day. You had better go 
up stairs to your room and pray for patience. 
Katy. — One can't be always praying. I don't feel like it 

SCENE IV. 

Katy. — You treat Dr. Elliott shamefully. I should think 
he would really avoid you as you avoid him. 

Kate. — Don't let me hear his name. I don't avoid him. 
Katy. — You do not deserve his good opinion. 
Kate. — Yes, I do. 
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. SCENE V. 

Just awake in the morning. 

Katy. — Oh, dear ! how hateful I am ! I am cross and 
selfish, and domineering, and vain. I think of myself the 
whole time; I behave like a heroine when Dr. Elliott is 
present, and like a naughty, spoiled child when he is not. 
Poor mother ! how can she endure me ? As to my piety, it 
is worse than none. 

Kate, a few hours later. — Well, nobody can deny that I 
have a real gift in managing children ! And I am very 
lovable, or mother wouldn't be so fond of me. I am always 
pleasant unless I am sick, or worried, and my temper is not 
half so hasty as it used to be. I never think of myself, but 
am all the time doing something for others. As to Dr. E., 
I am thankful to say that I have never stooped to attract 
him by putting on airs and graces. He sees me just as I 
am. And I am very devout. I love to read good books 
and to be with good people. I pray a great deal. The 
bare thought of doing wrong makes me shudder. Mother 
is proud of me, and I don't wonder. Very few girls would 
have behaved as I did when Emma was burned. Perhaps 
I am not as sweet as some people. I am glad of it. I hate 
sweet people. I have great strength of character, which is 
much better, and am certainly very high-toned. 

But, my poor journal, you can't stand any more such 
stuff, can you? But tell me one thing am I Katy, or am I 
Kate? 



April 20. 

YESTERDAY I felt better than I have done since the 
accident. I ran about the house quite cheerily, for 
me, I wanted to sre mother for something, and flew singing 
into the parlour, where I had left her shortly before. But 
she was not there, and Dr. Elliott was. I started back, 
and was about to leave the room, but he detained me. 

"Come in, I beg of you," he said, his voice growing 
hoarser and hoarser. " Let us put a stop to this." 

"To what?" I asked, going nearer and nearer, and 
looking up into his face, which was quite pale. 

" To your evident terror of being alone with me, of hearing 
me speak. Let me assure you, once for all, that nothing 
would tempt me to annoy you by urging myself upon you, 
as you seem to fear I may be tempted to do. I cannot 
force you to love me, nor would I if I could. If you ever 
want a friend, you will find one in me. But do not think of 
me as your lover, or treat me as if I were always lying in 
wait for a chance to remind you of it. That I shall never 
do, never." 

" Oh, no, ot course not !" I broke forth, my face all in a 
glow, and tears of mortification raining down my cheeks, 
" I knew you did not care for me ! I knew you had got 
over it " 

I don't know which of us began it ; I don't think he did, 
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and I am sure I did not, but the next moment I was folded 
all up in his great long arms, and a new life had begun ! 

Mother opened the door not long after, and seeing what 
was going on, trotted away on her dear old feet as fast as 
she could. 

April 21. — I am too happy to write journals. To 

think how we love each other ! 
Mother behaves beautifully. 

April 25. — One does not feel like saying much about 

it, when one is happy as I am. I walk the streets as one 
treading on air. I fly about the house as on wings. I kiss 
every body I see. 

Now that I look at Ernest (for he makes me call him so) 
with unprejudiced eyes, I wonder I ever thought him clumsy. 
And how ridiculous it was in me to confound his dignity 
and manliness with age ! 

It is very odd, however, that such a cautious well 
balanced man should have fallen in love with me that day 
at Sunday-school. And still stranger that with my head- 
long, impulsive nature, I deliberately walked into love with 
him ! 

I believe we shall never get through with what we have 
to say to each other. I am afraid we are rather selfish to 
leave mother to herself every evening. 

Sept. 5. — This has been a delightful summer. To 

be sure, we had to take the children to the country for a 
couple of months, but Ernest's letters are almost better than 
Ernest himself. I have written enough to him to fill a dozen 
books. We are going back to the city now. In his last 
letter Emest says he has been home, and that his mother is 
delighted to hear of his engagement. He says, too, that he 
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went to see an old lady, one of the friends of his boyhood, 
to tell the news to her. 

"When I told her," he goes on, "that I had found the 
most beautiful, the noblest, the roost loving of human 
beings, she only said, ' Of course, of course !' 

" Now, you know, dear, that it is not at all of course, but 
the very strangest, most wonderful event in the history of 
the world." 

And then he described a scene he had just witnessed at 
the death bed of a young girl, of my own age who left this 
world and every possible earthly joy, with a delight in the 
going to be with Christ, that made him really eloquent. 
Oh, how glad I am that God has cast in my lot with a man 
whose whole business is to minister to others ! I am sure 
this will, of itself, keep him unworldly and unselfish. How 
delicious it is to love such a character, and how happy I 
shall be to go with him to sick rooms and to dying beds ! 
He has already taught me that lessons learned in such 
scenes far outweigh in value what books and sermons, even, 
can teach. 

And now, my dear old journal, let me tell you a secret 
that has to do with life, and not with death. 

I am going to be married ! 

To think that I am always to be with Ernest ! To sit at 
the table with him every day, to pray with him, to go to 
church with him, to have him all mine ! I am sure that 
there is not another man on earth whom I could love as I 

love him. The thought of marrying Ch , I mean of 

having that silly, school-girl engagement end in marriage, 
was always repugnant to me. But I give myself to Ernest 
joyfully and with all my heart. 

How good God has been to me ! I do hope and pray 
that this new, this absorbing love, has not detached my 
soul from Him, will not detach it. If I knew it would, 
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could I, should I have courage to cut it off, and cast it from 

me? 

Jan. 16, 1837. — Yesterday was my birthday, and 

to-day is my wedding-day. We meant to celebrate the one 
with the other, but Sunday would come this year on the 
fifteenth. 

I am dressed, and have turned everybody out of this 
room, where I have suffered so much mortification, and 
experienced so much joy, that before I give myself to 
Ernest, and before I leave home for ever, I may once more 
give myself away to God. I have been too much absorbed 
in my earthly love, and am shocked to find how it fills my 
thoughts. But I will belong to God. I will begin my 
married life in His fear, depending on Him to make me an 
unselfish, devoted wife. 

Jan. 25. — We had a delightful trip after the wedding 

was over. Ernest proposed to take me to his own home, that 
I might see his mother and sister. He never has said that 
he wanted them to see me. But his mother is not well. I 
am heartily glad of it. I mean, I was glad to escape going 
there to be examined and criticised. Every one of them 
would pick at me, I am sure, and I don't like to be picked 
at. 

We have a home of our own, and I am trying to take 
kindly to housekeeping. Ernest is away a good deal more 
than I expected he would be. 1 am fearfully lonely. Aunty 
comes to see me as often as she can, and^I go there almost 
every day, but that does not amount to much. As soon as 
I can venture to do it, I shall ask Ernest to let me invite 
mother to come and live with us. It is not right for her to 
be left alone so. I hoped he would do that himself. But 
men are not like women. We think of everything. 

I 
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F$. 16. — Our honeymoon ends to-day. There 

hasn't been quite as much honey in it as I expected. I sup- 
posed that Ernest would be at home every evening, at least, 
and that he would read aloud, and have me play and sing, 
and that we should have delightful times together. But now 
he has got me he seems satisfied, and goes about his busi- 
ness as if he had been married a hundred years. In the 
morning he goes off to see his list of patients ; he is going 
in and out all day ; after dinner we sit down to have a nice 
talk together, the door bell invariably rings, and he is called 
away. Then in the evening he goes and sits in his office, 
and studies; I don't mean every minute, but he certainly 
spends hours there. To-day he brought me such a precious 
letter from dear mother ! I could not help crying when I 
read it, it was so kind and so loying. Ernest looked amazed ; 
he threw down his paper, came and took me in his arms, 
aCnd asked, "What* the matter, darling?" Then it all 
cime but. I said I was lonely, and hadn't been used to 
spending my evenings all by myself. 
' " You must get some of your friends to come and see 
you, poof child," he said. 

"I don't want friends," I sobbed out. " I want you." 

"Yes, darling; why didn't you tell me so sooner? Of 
course, I will stay with you if you wish it." 

" If that is your only reason, I am sure I don't want you/' 
I pouted. 

He looked puzzled. 

" I really don't know what to do," he said, with a most 
comical look fcf perplexity. But he went to his office, and 
brought up a pile of fusty old books. 

"Now, dear," he said, "we understand each other, I 
think. I can read here just as well as downstairs. Get 
your book and we shall be as cozy as possible." 

My heart felt sore and dissatisfied. Am I unreasonable 
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and childish ? What is married life ? An occasional meet 
ing, a kiss here and a caress there ? Or is it the sacred union 
of the twain who walk together side by side, knowing each 
Other's joys .and sorrows, and going Heavenward hand in 
hand? 

— Feb. 17. — Mrs. Embury has been here to-day. I 
longed to compare notes with her, and find out whether it 
really is my fault that I am not quite happy. But I could 
not bear to open my heart to her on so sacred a subject. 
We had some general conversation, however, which did me 
good for the time, at least 

She said she thought one of the first lessons a wife should 
learn is self-forgetfulness. I wondered if she had seen any- 
thing in me to call forth this remark. We meet pretty often ; 
partly because our husbands are such good friends, partly 
because she is as fond of music as I am, and we like to sing 
and play together, and I never see her that she does not do 
or say something elevating ; something that strengthens my 
own best purposes and desires. But she knows nothing of 
my conflict and dismay, and never will. Her gentle nature 
responds at once to holy influences. I feel truly grateful 
to her for loving me, for she really does love me, and yet 
she must see my faults. 

I should like to know if there is any reason on earth why 
a woman should learn self-forgetfulness that does not apply 
to a man ? 

— — Feb. 18. — Uncle says he has no doubt he owes 
his life to Ernest, who, in the face of opposition to other 
physicians, insisted on his giving up his business and going 
off to Europe at just the right moment. For his partner, 
whose symptoms were very like his own, has been stricken 
down with paralysis, and will not recover. 
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It is very pleasant to hear Ernest praised, and it is a 
pleasure I have very often, for his friends come to see me, 
and speak of him with rapture. A lady told me that through 
the long illness of a sweet young daughter of hers, heprayed 
with her every day, ministering so skilfully to her soul that 
all fear of death was taken away, and she just longed to go, 
and did at last, with perfect delight. I think he spoke of her 
to me once, but he did not tell me that her preparations for 
death was his work. I could not conceive of him as doing 
that. 

Feb, 24. — Ernest has been gone a week. His mother 

is worse, and he had to go. I wanted to go too, but he 
said it was not worth while, as he should have to return 
. directly. Dr. Embury takes charge of his patients during his 
absence, and Mrs. E. and Aunty and the children come to 
see me very often. I like Mrs. Embury more and more. 
She is not so audacious as I am, but I believe she agrees 
with me more than she will own. 

Feb, 25. — Ernest writes that his mother is danger- 
ously ill, and seems in great distress. I am mean enough to 
want all his love myself, while I should hate him if he gave 
none to her. Poor Ernest ! If she should die he would be 
sadly afflicted. 

Feb, 27.— She died the very day he wrote. How 

I long to fly to him and to comfort him ! I can think of 
nothing else. I pray day and night that God would make me 
a better wife. 

A letter came from mother at the same time with Ernest' s. 
She evidently misses me more than she will own. Just as 
soon as Ernest returns home I will ask him to let her come 
and live with us. I am sure he will; he loves her already, 
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and now that his mother is gone he will find her a real com- 
fort. I am sure she will only make our home the happier. 

Feb. 28. — Such a dreadful thing is going to happen ! 

I have cried and called myself names by turns all day. 
Ernest writes that it has been decided to give up the old 
homestead, and scatter the family about among the married 
sons and daughters. Our share is to be his father and his 
sister Martha, and he desires me to have two rooms got 
ready for them at once. 

So all the glory and the beauty is snatched out of my mar- 
ried life at one swoop ! And it is done by the hand I love 
best, and that I would not have believed could be so unkind. 

I am rent in pieces by conflicting emotions and passions. 
One moment I am all tenderness and sympathy for poor 
Ernest, and ready to sacrifice everything for his pleasure. 
The next I am bitterly angry with him for disposing of all 
my happiness in this arbitrary way. If he had let me make 
common cause with him and share his interests with him, I 
know I am not so abominably selfish as to feel as I do now. 
But he forces two perfect strangers upon me, and for ever 
shuts our doors against my darling mother. For of course 
she cannot live with us if they do. 

And who knows what sort of people they are ? It is not 
everybody I can get along with, nor is it everybody can 
get along with me. Now, if Helen were coming instead of 
Martha, that would be some relief. I could love her, I 
am sure, and she would put up with my ways. But your 
Marthas I am afraid of. Oh, dear, dear, what a nest ot 
scorpions this affair has stirred up within me ! Who would 
believe I could be thinking of my own misery while 
Ernest's mother, whom he loved so dearly, is hardly in 
her grave 1 But I have no heart ; I am stony and cold, 
It is well to have found out just what I am ! 
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Since I wrote that I have been trying to tell God all 
about it. But I could not speak for crying. And I have 
been getting the rooms ready. How many little things I had 
planned to put in the best one, which I intended for mother ! 
I have made myself arrange them just the same for Ernest's 
father. The stuffed chair I have had in my room and en- 
joyed so much, has been rolled in, and the Bible with large 
print placed on the little table near which I had pictured 
mother with her sweet, pale face, as sitting year after year. 
The only thing I have taken away is the copy of father's 
portrait. He won't want ihai i 

When I had finished this business I went and shook my 
fist at the creature I saw in the glass. 

" You're beaten I " I cried. " You didn't want to give up 
the chair, nor your writing-table, nor the Bible in which you 
expect to record the names of your ten children I But 
you've had to do it, so there ! " 

March 3. — They all got here at 7 o'clock last night, 



just in time lor tea. I was so glad to get hold of Ernest 
once more that I was gracious to my guests too. The very 
first thing, however, Ernest annoyed me by calling me 
Katherine, though he knows I hate that name, and want to 
be called Katy, as if I were a lovable person, as I certainly 
am (sometimes). Of course, his father and Martha called 
me Katherine too. 

His father is even taller, darker, blacker-eyed, blacker- 
haired than he. 

Martha is a spinster. 

I had got up a nice little supper for them, thinking they 
would need something substantial after their journey. And 
perhaps there was some vanity in the display of dainties 
that needed the mortification I felt at seeing my guests both 
push away their plates in apparent disgust. Ernest, too, 
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looked annoyed, and expressed some regret that they could 
find nothing to tempt their appetites. 

Martha said something about not expecting much from 
young housekeepers, which I inwardly resented, for the 
light, delicious bread had been sent by Aunty, together with 
other luxuries from her own table, and I knew .they were 
not the handiwork of a young housekeeper, but of old 
Chloe, who had lived in her own and her mother's family, 
twenty years. 

Ernest went out as soon as this unlucky repast was over, 
to hear Dr. Embury's. report of his patients, and we passed a 
dreary evening, as my mind was preoccupied with longing . 
for his return. The more I tried to think of something to 
say, the more I couldn't. 

At last Martha asked at what time we breakfasted. 

" At half- past seven, precisely," I answered. " Ernest is 
very punctual about breakfast The other meals are more 
irregular. ,, 

" That is very late," she returned. "Father rises early,, 
and needs his breakfast at once." 

I said I would see that he had it as early as he liked, 
while I foresaw that this would cost me a battle with the 
divinity who reigned in the kitchen. 

"You need not trouble yourself. I will speak to my 
brother about it," she said. 

" Ernest has nothing to do with it," I said, quickly. 

She looked at me in a speechless way, and then there 
was a long silence, during which she shook her head a num- 
ber of times. At last she inquired, " Did you make the 
bread we had on the table to-night ? " 

" No, I do not know how to make bread," I said, smiling 
at her look of horror. 

" Not know how to make bread I " she cried. 

The very spirit of mischief got into me, and made me ask, 
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"Why, can you?" 

Now, I know there is but one other question I could have 
asked her, less insulting than this, and that is, 

" Do you know the ten commandments ? " 

A spinster fresh from a farm not know how to make bread, 
to be sure ! 

But in a moment I was ashamed and sorry that I had 
yielded to myself so far as to forget the courtesy due to her 
as my guest, and one just come from a scene of sorrow, so 
I rushed across the room, seized her hand, and said, 
eagerly, 

"Do forgive me ! It slipped out before I thought !" 

She looked at me in blank amazement, unconscious that 
there was anything to forgive. 

" How you startled me ! " she said. " I thought you had 
suddenly gone crazy." 

I went back to my seat crestfallen enough. All this time 
Ernest's father had sat grim and grave in his corner, without 
a word. But now he spoke. 

44 At what hour does my son have family worship ? I 
should like to retire. I feel very weary." 

Now, family worship at night consists in our kneeling 
down together hand in hand, the last thing before going 
to bed, and in our own room. The awful thought of chang- 
ing this sweet, informal habit into a formal one made me 
reply quickly, 

41 Oh, Ernest is very irregular about it He is often out 
in the evening, and sometimes we are up quite late. I hope 
you never will feel obliged to wait for him." 

14 1 trust I shall do my duty, whatever it costs," was the 
answer. 

Oh, how I wished they would go to bed ! 

It was now ten o'clock, and I felt tired and restless. 
When Ernest is out late I usually lie on the sofa and wait 
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for him, and so am bright and fresh when he comes in. 
But now I had to sit up, and there was no knowing for how 
long. I poked at the fire and knocked down the shovel 
and tongs ; now I leaned back in my chair, and now I 
leaned forward ; and then I listened for his step. At last 
he came. 

" What, are you not gone to bed ? " he asked. As if I 
could go to bed when I had scarcely seen him a moment 
since his return ! 

I explained why we waited, and then we had prayers and 
escorted our guests to their rooms. When we got back to 
the parlour I was thankful to rest my tired soul in Ernest's 
arms, and to hear what little he had to tell about his mother's 
last hours. 

" You must love me more than ever, now," he said, " for 
I have lost my best friend." 

" Yes," I said, " I will." As if that were possible ! All 
the time we were talking I heard the greatest racket over- 
head, but he did not seem to notice it. I found, this morn- 
ing, that Martha, or her father, or both together, had 
changed the position of every article of furniture in the 
room, making it look like a fright. 



XL 

March la 

THINGS are even worse than I expected. Ernest 
evidently looked at me with his father's eyes (and 
this father has got the jaundice, or something), and certainly 
is cooler towards me than he was before he went home. 
Martha still declines eating more than enough to keep body 
and soul together, and sits at the table with the air of a 
martyr. Her father lives on crackers and stewed prunes, 
and when he has eaten them, fixes his melancholy eyes on 
me, watching every mouthful with an air of plaintive regret 
that I will consume so much unwholesome food. 

Then Ernest positively spends less time with me than 
ever, and sits in his office reading and writing nearly every 
evening. 

Yesterday I came home from an exhilarating walk and 
a charming call at Aunty's, and at the dinner-table gave a 
lively account of some of the children's exploits. Nobody 
laughed, and nobody made any response, and after dinner 
Ernest took me aside, and said, kindly enough, but still 
said it, 

" My little wife must be careful how she runs on in my 
father's presence. He has great dread of everything that 
might be thought levity." 

Then all the vials of my wrath exploded and went off. 

M Yes, I see how it is," I cried, passionately. " You and 
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your father and your sister have got a box about a foot 
square that you want to squeeze me into. I have seen it 
ever since they came. And I can tell you it will take 
more than three of you to do it. There was no harm in 
what I said — none whatever. If you only married me for 
the sake of screwing me down and freezing me up, why 
didn't you tell me so before it was too late ? " 

Ernest stood looking at me like one staring at a problem 
he had got to solve, and didn't know where to begin. 

" I am very sorry," he said. " I thought you would be 
glad to have me give you this little hint. Of course, I 
want you to appear your very best before my father and 
sister." 

" My very best is my real self," I cried. " To talk like a 
woman of forty is unnatural to a girl of my age. If your 
father doesn't like me, I wish he would go away, and not 
come here putting notions into your head and making you 
as cold and hard as a stone. Mother liked to have me 
' run on,' as you call it, and I wish I had stayed with her all 
my life." 

"Do you mean," he asked, very gravely, "that you 
really wish that?" 

" No," I said, " I don't mean it," for his husky, troubled 
voice brought me to my senses. " All I mean is that I 
love you so dearly, and you keep my heart feeling so 
hungry and restless ; and then you went and brought your 
father and sister here, and never asked me if I should like 
it ; and you crowded mother out, and she lives all alone, 
and it isn't right ! I always said that whoever married me 
had got to marry mother, and I never dreamed that you 
would disappoint me so ! " 

" Will you stop crying, and listen to me? " he said. 

But I could not stop. The floods of the great deep 
v.erc broken up at last, and I had to cry. If I could have 
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told. my troubles to some one I could thus have found 
vent for them, but there was no one to whom I had a right 
to speak of my husband. 

Emest walked up and down in silence. Oh, if I could 
have cried on his breast, and felt that he loved and pitied 
me! 

At last, as I grew quieter, he came and sat by me. 
" This has come upon me like a thunderclap," he said. 
" I did not know I kept your heart hungry. I did not 
know you wished your mother to live with us. And I took 
it for granted that my wife, with her high-toned, heroic 
character, would sustain me in every duty, and welcome 
my father and sister to our home. I do not know what I 
can do now. Shall I send them away?" 

"No, no!" I cried. "Only be good to me, Ernest, 
only love me, only look at me with your own eyes, and not 
with other people's. You knew I had faults when you 
married me ; I never tried to conceal them." 

" And did you fancy I had none myself?" he asked. 
" N — o," I replied. " I saw no faults in you. Every- 
body said you were such a noble, good man; and you 
spoke so beautifully one night at an evening meeting !" 

" Speaking beautifully is little to the purpose unless one 
lives beautifully," he said, sadly. " And now, is it possible 
that you and I, a Christian man and a Christian woman, 
are going on and on with such scenes as this ? Are you to 
wear your very life out because I have not your frantic way 
of loving, and am I to be made weary of mine because I 
cannot satisfy you ? " 

" But, Ernest," T said, " you used to satisfy me ! Oh, 
how happy I was in those first days when we were always 
together, and you seemed so fond of me !" I was down on 
the floor by this time, and looking up into his pale> anxious 
face. 
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u Dear child," he said, " I do love you, and that more 
than you know. But you would not have me leave my 
work and spend my whole time telling you so ? " 

" You know I am not so silly," I cried. " It is not fair, 
it is not right to talk as if I were. I ask for nothing un- 
reasonable. I only want those little daily assurances 01 
your affection which I should suppose would be spon- 
taneous if you felt at all towards me as I do to you." 

" The fact is," he returned, " I am absorbed in my work. 
It brings many grave cares and anxieties. I spend most of 
my time amid scenes of suffering and at dying-beds. This 
makes me seem abstracted and cold, but it does not make 
you less dear. On the contrary, the sense it gives me of 
the brevity and sorrowfulness of life makes you doubly pre- 
cious, since it constantly reminds me that sick-beds and 
dying-beds must sooner or later come to our home as to 
those of others." 

I clung to him as he uttered these terrible words in an 
agony of terror. 

" Oh, Ernest, promise me, promise me that you will not 
die first," I pleaded. 

" Foolish little thing 1 " he said, and was as silly for a 
while as the silliest heart could ask. Then he became 
serious again. 

" Katy," he said, " if you can once make up your mind to 
the fact that I am an undemonstrative man, not all fire and 
fury and ecstasy as you are, yet loving you with all my 
heart, however it may seem, I think you will spare yourself 
much needless pain — and spare me, also." 

" But I want you to be demonstrative," I persisted. 

" Then you must teach me. And about my father and 
sister : perhaps we may find some way of relieving you by- 
and-by. Meanwhile, try to bear with the trouble they 
make, for my sake." 
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" But I don't mind the trouble ! Oh, Ernest, how you 
do misunderstand me! What I mind is their coming 
between you and me, and making you love me less." 

By this time there was a call for Ernest— it is a wonder 
there had not been forty— and he went. 

I feel as heart-sore as ever. What has been gained by 
this tempest ? Nothing at all ! Poor Ernest ! How can I 
worry him so when he is already full of care ? 

March 20. — I have had such a truly beautiful letter 

to-day from dear mother ! She gives up the hope of coming 
to spend her last years with us with a sweet patience that 
makes me cry whenever I think of it. What is the secret 
of this instant and cheerful consent to whatever God wills? 
Oh, that I had it, too ! She begs me to be considerate and 
kind to Ernest's father and sister, and constantly to remind 
myself that my heavenly Father has chosen to give me this 
care and trial on the very threshold of my married life. I 
am afraid I have quite lost sight of that in my indignation 
with Ernest for bringing them here. 

April 3. — Martha is closeted with Ernest in his 

office day and night They never give me the least hint 
of what is going on in these secret meetings. Then this 
morning, Sarah, my good, faithful cook, bounced into my 
room to give warning. She said she could not live where 
there were two mistresses giving contrary directions. 

"But, really, there is but one mistress," I urged. Then 
it came out that Martha went down every morning to look 
after the soap- fat, and to scrimp in the housekeeping, and 
see that there was no food wasted. I remembered then 
that she had inquired whether I attended to these details, 
evidently ranking such duties with saying one's prayers and 
reading one's Bible. 
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I flew to Ernest the moment he was at leisure, and 
poured my grievances into his ear. 

" Well, dear," he said, " suppose you give up the house- 
keeping to Martha ! She will be far happier, and you will 
be freed from much annoying, petty care." 

I bit my tongue lest it should say something, and went 
back to Sarah. 

" Suppose Miss Elliott takes charge of the housekeeping, 
and I have nothing to do with it, will you stay ? " 

" Indeed, and I won't, then. I can't bear her, and I won't 
put up with her nasty, scrimping, pinching ways ! " 

"Very well. Then you will have to go," I said, with 
great dignity, though just ready to cry. Ernest, on being 
applied to for wages, undertook to argue the question 
himself. 

" My sister will take the whole charge," he began. 

"And may and welcome for all me!" quoth Sarah. 
" I don't like her, and never shall." 

" Your liking or disliking her is of no consequence what- 
ever," said Ernest. " You may dislike her as much as you 
please. But you must not leave us." 

" Indeed, and I'm not going to stay and be put upon by 
her," persisted Sarah. So she has gone. We had to get 
dinner ourselves; that is to say, Martha did, for she said 
I got in her way, and put her out with my awkwardness. 
I have been running hither and thither to find some angel 
who will consent to live in this ill-assorted household. Oh, 
how different everything is from what I had planned ! 
I wanted a cheerful home, where I should be the centre 
of every joy ; a home like Aunty's, without a cloud. But 
Ernest's father sits, the personification of silent gloom, like 
a nightmare on my spirits ; Martha holds me in disfavour 
and contempt; Ernest is absorbed in his profession, and 
I hardly see him. If he wants advice, he asks it of Martha, 
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while I sit humbled, degraded, and ashamed, wondering why 
he ever married me at all. And then come interludes of 
wild joy when he appears just as he did in the happy days 
of our bridal trip, and I forget every grievance, and hang 
on his words and looks like one intoxicated with bliss. 

Oct. 2. — There has been another explosion. I held 



in as long as I could, and then flew into ten thousand 
pieces. Ernest had got into the habit of helping his father 
and sister at the table, and apparently forgetting me. It 
seems a little thing, but it chafed and fretted my already 
irritated soul, till at last I was almost beside myself. 

Yesterday they all three sat eating their breakfast, and 
I, with empty plate, sat boiling over and looking on, when 
Ernest brought things to a crisis by saying to Martha, 

" If you can find time to-day, I wish you would go out 
with me for half an hour or so. I want to consult you 
about " 

" Oh ! " I said, rising, with my face all in a flame, " do 
not trouble yourself to go out in order to escape me. I can 
leave the room, and you can have your secrets to yourselves, 
as you do your breakfast ! " 

I don't know which struck me most, Ernest's appalled, 
grieved look, or the glance exchanged between Martha and 
her father. 

He did not hinder my leaving the room, and I went up- 
stairs, as pitiable an object as could be seen. I heard him 
go to his office, then take his hat and set forth on his 
rounds. What wretched hours I passed, thus left alone! 
One moment I reproached myself, the next I was indignant 
at the long series of offences that had led to this disgraceful 
scene. 

At last Ernest came. 

He looked concerned, and a little pale. 
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" Oh, Ernest ! " I cried, running to him, " I am so sorry 
I spoke to you as I did ! But, indeed, I cannot stand the 
way things are going on ; I am wearing all out. Everybody 
speaks of my growing thin. Feel of my hands. They burn 
like fire." 

" I knew you would be sorry, dear," he said. " Yes, your 
hands are hot, poor child." 

There was a long, dreadful silence. And yet I was 
speaking, and perhaps he wds. I was begging and be- 
seeching God not to let us drift apart, not to let us lose one 
jot or tittle of our love to each other, to enable me to 
understand my dear, dear husband, and to make him 
understand me. 

Then Ernest began. 

"What was it vexed you, dear? What is it you can't 
stand ? Tell me. I am your husband, I love you, I want 
to make you happy." 

" Why you are having so many secrets that you keep from 
me ; and you treat me as if I were only a child, consulting 
Martha about everything. And of late you seem to have 
forgotten that I am at the table, and never help me to 
anything ! " 

"Secrets!" he re-echoed. "What possible secrets can 
I have?" 

" I don't know," I said, sinking wearily back on the sofa. 
" Indeed, Ernest, I don't want to be selfish or exacting, but 
I am very unhappy." 

" Yes, I see it, poor child. And if I have neglected you at 
the table, I do not wonder you are out of patience. I know 
how it has happened. While you were pouring out 
the coffee, I busied myself in caring for my father and 
Martha, and so forgot you. I do not give this as an excuse, 
but as a reason. I have really no excuse, and am ashamed 
of myself/' 

R 
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" Don't say that, darling," I cried ; " it is I who ought to 
be ashamed for making such an ado about a trifle." 

"It is not a trifle," he said; "and now to the other 
points. I daresay I have been careless about consulting 
Martha. But she has always been a sort of oracle in our 
family, and we all look up to her, and she is so much older 
than you. Then as to the secrets. Martha comes to my 
office to help me look over my books. I have been careless 
about my accounts, and she has kindly undertaken to attend 
to them for me." 

"Could not I have done that?" 

"No; why should your little head be troubled about 
money-matters ? But to go on. I see that it was thoughtless 
in me not to tell you what we were about. But I am 
greatly perplexed and harassed in many ways. Perhaps 
you would feel better to know all about it. I have only 
kept it from you to spare you all the anxiety I could." 

" Oh, Ernest," I said, " ought not a wife to share in all 
her husband's cares ? " 

"No," he returned; "but I will tell you all that is 
annoying me now. My father was in business in our 
native town, and went on prosperously for many years. 
Then the tide turned — he met with loss after loss, till 
nothing remained but the old homestead, and on that there 
was a mortgage. We concealed the state of things from 
my mother ; her health was delicate, and we never let her 
know a trouble we could spare her. Now she has gone, 
and we have found it necessary to sell our old home, and 
to divide and scatter the family. My father's mental dis- 
tress when he found others suffering from his own losses, 
threw him into the state in which you see him now. I have 
therefore assumed his debts, and with God's help, hope in 
time to pay them to the uttermost farthing. It will be ne- 
cessary for us to live economically until this is done. There 
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are two pressing cases that I am trying to meet at once. 
This has given me a pre-occupied air, I have no doubt, and 
made you suspect and misunderstand me. But now you 
know the whole, my darling." 

I felt my injustice and childish folly very keenly, and told 
him so. 

" But I think, dear Ernest," I added, " if you will not be 
hurt at me saying so, that you have led me to it by not 
letting me share at once in your cares. If you had, at the 
outset, just told me the old story, you would have enlisted 
my sympathies in your father's behalf, and in your own. I 
should have seen the reasonableness of your breaking up 
the old home and bringing him here, and it would have taken 
off the edge of my bitter, bitter disappointment about my 
mother." 

" I feel very sorry about that," he said. " It would be a 
real pleasure to have her here. But as things are now, she 
could not be happy with us." 

" There is no room," I put in. 

"No, I am truly sorry. And now, my dear little wife 
must have patience with her stupid, blundering old husband, 
and well start together once more, fair and square. Don't 
wait, next time, till you are so full that you boil over ; the 
moment I annoy you by my inconsiderate ways, come right 
and tell me." 

So then I called myself all the horrid names that I could 
think of. 

" May I ask one thing more, now we are upon the hub- 
ject?" I said, at last. " Why couldn't your sister Helen have 
come here instead of Martha ? " 

He smiled a little. 

"In the first place, Helen would be perfectly crushed if 
she had the care of father in his present state. She is too 
young to have such responsibility. In the second place, my 
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brother John, with whom she has gone to live, has a wife, 
who would be quite overwhelmed by my father and Martha* 
She is one of those little tender, soft souls, one could crush 
with one's fingers. Now you are not that sort ; you have 
force of character enough to enable you to live with them, 
while maintaining your own dignity and remaining yourself 
in spite of circumstances." 

" I thought you admired Martha above all things, and 
wanted me to be exactly like her." 

" I do admire her, but I do not want you to be like any- 
body but yourself." 

" But you nearly killed me by suggesting that I should 
take heed how I talked in your father's presence." 

" Yes, dear ; it was very stupid of me, but my father has a 
standard of excellence in his mind by which he tests every 
woman ; this standard is my mother. She had none of your 
life and fun in her, and perhaps would not have appreciated 
your droll way of putting things any better than he and 
Martha do." 

I could not help sighing a little when I thought what 
sort of people were watching my every word. 

" There is nothing amiss to my mind," Ernest continued, 
" in your gay talk, but my father has his own views as to 
what constitutes a religious character, and cannot understand 
that real earnestness and real, genuine mirthfulness are con- 
sistent with each other." 

He had to go now, and we parted as if for a week's separa- 
tion: this one talk had brought us so near to each other. 
I understand him now as I never had done, and feel that he 
has given me as real a proof of his affection by unlocking 
the door of his heart and letting me see its cares, as I give 
him in my wild pranks- and caresses and foolish speeches. 
How truly noble it is in him to take up his father's burden 
in this way 1 I must contrive to help to lighten it« 
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AUNTY has put me in the way of doing that. I 
could not tell her the whole story, of course, but I 
made her understand that Ernest needed money for a gene-, 
rous purpose, and that I wanted to help him in it. She said 
the children needed both music and drawing lessons, and 
that she should be delighted if I would take them in hand. 
Aunty does not care a fig for accomplishments, but I think 
I am right in accepting her offer, as the children ought to 
learn to sing and to play and to draw. Of course I cannot 
have them come here, as Ernest's father could not bear the 
noise they would make ; besides, I want to take him by 
surprise, and keep the whole thing a secret. 

Nov. 14.^-1 have seen by the way Martha draws 

down the corners of her mouth of late, that I am unusually 
out of favour with her. This evening, Ernest, coming home 
quite late, found me lolling back in my chair, idling, after a 
hard day's work with my little cousins, and Martha sewing 
nervously away at the rate of ten knots an hour, which is the 
first pun I ever made. 

" Why will you sit up and sew at such a rate, Martha ?" 
he asked. 

She twitched at her thread, broke it, and began to have a 
new one before she replied. 

" I suppose you find it convenient to have a whole shirt 
to yQur back," 
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I saw then that she was making his shirts ! It made me 
both hot and cold at once. What must Ernest think of 
me? 

It is plain enough what he thinks of her, for he said, quite 
warmly, for him : 

"This is really too kind." 

What right has she to prowl round among Ernest's things, 
and pry into the state of his wardrobe ? If I had not had 
my time so broken up with giving lessons, I should have 
found out that he needed new shirts, and set to work on 
.them. Though I must own I hate shirt-making. I could 
not help showing that I felt aggrieved. Martha defended 
herself by saying that she knew young people would be 
young people, and would gad about, shirt or no shirts. 
Now, it is not her fault that she thinks I waste my time 
gadding about, but I am just as angry with her as if she did. 
Oh, why couldn't I have had Helen, to be a pleasant com- 
panion and friend to me, instead of this old — well, I won't 
say what. 

And really, with so much to make me happy, what would 
become of me if I had no trials ? 

Nov. 15. — To-day Martha has a house-cleaning 

mania, and has dragged me into it by representing the sin 
and misery of those deluded mortals who think servants 
know how to sweep and to scrub. In spite of my resolution 
not to get under her thumb, I have somehow let her rule 
and reign over me to such an extent that I can hardly sit up 
long enough to write this. Does the whole duty of woman 
consist in keeping her house distressingly clean and prim ; 
in making and baking and preserving and pickling; in 
climbing to t|ie top .shelves of closets lest haply a little dust 
should lodge there, and getting down on her hands and 
knees to inspect the carpet? The truth is there is not one. 
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point of sympathy between Martha and myself, not one. 
One would think that our love to Ernest would furnish it 
But her love cairns at the abasement of his character and 
mine at its elevation. She thinks I should bow down to 
and worship him, jump up and offer him my chair when he 
comes in, feed him with every unwholesome dainty he 
fancies, and feel myself honored by his acceptance of these 
services. I think it is for him to rise and offer me a scat, 
because I am a woman and his wife; and that a silly sub- 
servience on my part is degrading to him and to myself. 
And I am afraid I make known these sentiments to her in a 
most unpalatable way. 

Nov. 18. — Oh, I am so happy, that I sing for joy ! 

Dear Ernest has given me such a delightful surprise ! He 
says he has persuaded James to come and spend his college 
days here, and finally study medicine with him. Dear, 
darling old James 1 He is to be here to-morrow. He is to 
have the little hall bedroom fitted up for him, and he will 
be here several years. Next to having mother, this is the 
nicest thing that could happen. We love each other so 
dearly, and get along so beautifully together. I wonder 
how he'll like Martha with her grim ways, and Ernest's 
father with his melancholy ones. 

Nov. 30. — James has come, and the house already 

seems lighter and cheerier. He is not in the least annoyed 
by Martha or her father, and though he is as jovial as the 
day is long, they actually seem to like him. True to her 
theory on the subject, Martha invariably rises at his entrance, 
and offers him her seat ! He pretends not to see it, and runs 
to get one for her ! Then she takes comfort in seeing him 
consume her good things, since his gobbling them down is 
a sort of tacit tribute to their merits. 
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Mrs. Embury was here to-day. She says there is not much 
the matter with Ernest's father, that he has only got the hype. 
I don't know exactly what that is, but I believe it is thinking 
something is the matter with you, when there isn't At 
any rate, I put it to you, my dear old journal, whether it is 
pleasant to live with people who behave in this way. 

In the first place, all he talks about is his fancied disease. 
He gets book after book from the office, and studies and 
ponders his case till he grows quite yellow. One day he 
says he has found out the seat of his disease to be the liver, 
and changes his diet to meet that view of the case. Martha 
has to do him up in mustard, and he takes kindly to blue- 
pills. In a day or two he finds his liver is all right, but that 
his brain is all wrong. The mustard goes now to the back 
of his neck, and he takes solemn leave of us ail. with the 
assurance that his last hour has come. Finding that he 
survives the night, however, he transfers the seat of his 
disease to the heart, spends hours in counting his pulse, 
jefuses to take exercise lest he should bring on palpitation*, 
and warns us all to prepare to follow him. Everybody 
i*ho comes in has to hear the whole story, everyone pre- 
scribes something, and he tries each remedy in turn. These 
all failing to reach his case, he is plunged into ten-fold 
gloom. He complains that God has cast him off for ever, 
and that his sins are like the sands of the sea for number. 
I am such a goose that I listen to all these varying moods 
and symptoms with the solemn conviction that he is going 
to die immediately ; I bathe his head, and count his pulse, 
and fan him, and take down his dying depositions for 
Ernest's solace after he has gone. And I talk theology to 
him by the hour, while Martha bakes and brews in the 
kitchen, or makes mince-pies, after eating which one might 
give him the whole Bit>l$ at one dose, without the smallest 
effect. 
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To-day I stood by his chair, holding his head and 
whispering such consoling passages as I thought might 
comfort him, when James burst in, singing and tossing his 
cap in the air. 

" Come here, young man, and hear my last testimony. I 
am about to die. The end draws near," were the sepulchral 
words that made him bring his song to an abrupt close. 

" I shall take it very ill of you, sir," quoth James, " if yott 
go and die before giving me that cane you promised me." 

Who could die decently under such circumstances ? The 
poor old man revived immediately, but looked a good d'.al 
injured. After James had gone out, he said : 

" It is very painful to one who stands on the very verge 
of the eternal world, to see the young so thoughtless." 

" But James is not thoughtless," I said. " It is only hio 
merry way." 

"Daughter Katheririe," he went on, " you are very kind 

to the old man, and you will have your reward. But I wish 

' I could feel sure of your state before God. I greatly fear 

you deceive yourself, and that the ground of your hope i> 

delusive." 

I felt the blood rush to my face. At first I was staggered 
a good deal. But is a mortal man who cannot judge of 
his own state to decide mine ? It is true he sees my faults: 
anybody can, who looks. But he does not see my prayers, 
or my tears of shame and sorrow ; he does not know how 
many hasty words I repress ; how earnestly I am aiming, 
all the day long, to do right in all the little details of life. 
He does not know that it costs my fastidious nature an 
appeal to God every time I kiss his poor o!d face, and that 
what would be an act of worship in him, is an act of self- 
denial in me. How should he ? The Christian life is a 
hidden life, known only by the eye that seeth in secret. 
Apd J dp believe this life is mine, . 
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Up to this time I have contrived to get along without 
calling Ernest's father by any name. I mean now to make 
myself turn over a new leaf. 

December 7. — James is my perpetual joy and pride. 

We read and sing together, just as we used to do in our 
old school-days. Martha sits by, with her work, grimly 
approving ; for is he not a man ? And, if my cup of 
felicity were not full enough, I am to have my dear old 
pastor come here to settle over this church, and I shall 
once more hear his beloved voice in the pulpit Ernest 
has managed the whole thing. He says the state of Dr. 
C.'s health makes the change quite necessary, and that he 
can avail himself of the best surgical advice this city affords 
in case his old difficulties recur. I rejoice for myself and 
for this church, but mother will miss him sadly. 

I am leading a very busy, happy life, only I am, perhaps, 
working a little too hard. What with my scholars, the 
extra amount cf housework Martha contrives to get out of 
me, the practising I must keep up if I am to teach, and 
the many steps I have to take, I have not only no idle 
moments, but none too many for recreation. Ernest is so 
busy himself that he fortunately does not see what a 
race I am running. 

January 16, 1838. — The first anniversary of our 

wedding-day, and, like all days, has had its lights and its 
shades. I thought I would celebrate it in such a way 
as to give pleasure to everybody, and spent a good deal 
of time in getting up a little gift for each, from 
Ernest and myself. And I took special pains to have a 
good dinner, particularly for father. Yes, I had made up 
my mind to call him by that sacred name for the first time 
to-day, cost what it may. .But he shut himself up in his 
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room directly after breakfast, and when dinner was ready 
refused to come down. This cast a gloom over us all. 
Then Martha was nearly distracted because a valuable dish 
had been broken in the kitchen, and could not recover her 
equanimity at all. Worst of all, Ernest, who is not in the 
least sentimental, never said a word about our wedding-day, 
and didn't give me a thing ! I have kept hoping all day 
that he would make me some little present, no matter how 
small, but now it is too late ; he has gone out to be gone all 
night, probably, and thus ends the day, an utter failure. 

I feel a good deal disappointed. Besides, when I look 
back over this, my first year of married life, I do not feel 
satisfied with myself at all. I can't help feeling that I have 
been selfish and unreasonable towards Ernest in a great 
many ways, and as contrary towards Martha as if I enjoyed a 
state of warfare between us. And I have felt a good deal of 
secret contempt for her father, with his moods and tenses, 
his pill-boxes and his plasters, his feastings and his fastings. 
I do not understand how a Christian can make such slow 
progress as I do, and how old faults can hang on so. 

If I had made any real progress, should I not be sensible 
ofit? 

I have been reading over the early part of this journal, 
and when I came to the conversation I had with Mrs. Cabot, 
in which I made a list of my wants, I was astonished that I 
could ever have had such contemptible ones. Let me think 
what I really and truly most want now. 

First of all, then, if God should speak to me at this 
moment and offer to give just one thing, and that alone, I 
should say, without hesitation: 

Love to Thee, O my Master \ 

Next to that, if I could have one thing more, I would 
choose to be a thoroughly unselfish, devoted wife. Down 
in my secret heart I know where lurks another wish, which 
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I am ashamed of. It is that, in some way or other, some 
right way, I could be delivered from Martha and her father. 
I shall never be any better while they are here to tempt me ! 

■ Feb. i. — Ernest spoke to-day of one of his patients, 



a Mrs. Campbell, who is a great sufferer, but whom he 
describes as the happiest, most cheerful person he ever met 
He rarely speaks of his patients. Indeed, he rarely speaks 
of anything. I felt strangely attracted by what he said of 
her, and asked so many questions that at last he proposed 
to take me to see her. I caught at the idea very eagerly, 
and have just come home from the visit greatly moved and 
touched. She is confined to her bed, and is quite helpless, 
and at times her sufferings are terrible. She received me 
with a sweet smile, however, and led me on to talk more of 
myself than I ought to have done. I wish Ernest had not 
left me alone with her, so that I should have had the 
restraint of his presence. 

Feb. 14. — I am so fascinated with Mrs. Campbell 



that I cannot help going to see her again and again. She 
seems to me like one whose conflict and dismay are all 
over, and who looks on other human beings with an almost 
divine love and pity. To look at life as she does, to feel as 
she does, to have such a personal love to Christ as she has, 
I would willingly go through every trial and sorrow. When 
I told her so, she smiled, a little sadly. 

" Much as you envy me," she said, " my faith is not yet 
so strong that I do not shudder at the thought of a young, 
enthusiastic girl like you going through all I have done in 
order to learn a few simple lessons which God was willing to 
teach me sooner and without the use of the rod, if I had 
been ready for them." 

" But you are so happy now," I said. 
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11 Yes, I am happy/' she replied, " and such happiness is 
worth all its costs. If my flesh shudders at the remembrance 
of what I have endured, God sustains my faith through the 
whole. But tell me a little more about yourself, my dear. 
I should so love to give you a helping-hand, if I might." 

"You know," I began, "dear Mrs. Campbell, that there 
are some trials that cannot do us any good. They only 
call out all there is in us that is unlovely and severe." 

" I don't know of any such trials," she replied. 

" Suppose you had to live with people who were perfectly 
uncongenial ; who misunderstood you, and who were always 
getting into your way as stumbling-blocks ? " 

" If I were living with them, and they made me unhappy, 
I would ask God to relieve me of this trial if He thought it 
best If He did not think it best, I would then try to find 
out the reason. He might have two reasons. One would 
be the good they might do me. The other the good I 
might do them." 

" But in the case I was supposing, neither party can be 
of the least use to the other." 

" You forget perhaps the indirect good one may gain by 
living with uncongenial, tempting persons. First, such 
people do good by the very self-denial and self-control 
their mere presence demands. Then, their making one's 
home less home-like and perfect than it would be in their 
absence, may help to render our real home in heaven more 
attractive." 

"But suppose one cannot exercise self-control, and is 
always flying out and flaring up?" I objected. 

a I should say that a Christian who was always doing 
that," she replied, gravely, " was in pressing need of just 
the trial God sent when he shut him up to such a life of 
unholy temptation. We only knowourselves, and what we 
really are, fchen the force of circumstances brings us out." 
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" It is very mortifying and painful to find how weak one is.*' 

" That is true. But our mortifications are some of God's 
best physicians, and do much toward healing our pride and 
self-conceit." 

" Do you really think, then, that God deliberately appoints 
to some of his children a lot where their worst passions are 
excited, with a desire to bring good out of this seeming 
evil ? Why, I have always supposed the best thing that could 
happen to me, for instance, would be to have a home exactly 
to my mind ; a home where all are forbearing, loving, and 
good-tempered, a sort of little heaven below." 

" If you have not such a home, my dear, are you sure' it 
is not partly your own fault ? " 

" Of course, it is my own fault. Because I am very quick- 
tempered, I want to live with good-tempered people." 

" That is very benevolent in you," she said, archly. I 
coloured, but went on. * 

" Oh, I know I am selfish. And therefore I want to live 
with those who are not so. I want to live with persons to 
whom I can look for an example, and who will constantly 
stimulate me to something higher." 

" But if God chooses quite another lot for you, you may 
be sure that he sees that you need something totally diffe- 
rent from what you want. You said just now that you would 
gladly go through any trial in order to attain a personal love to 
Christ, that should become the ruling principle of your life. 
Now, as soon as God sees this desire in you, is He not 
kind, is He not wise, in appointing such trials as He knows 
will lead to this end ? " 

I meditated long before I answered. Was God really 
asking me not merely to let Martha and her father live with 
me on sufferance, but to rejoice that He had seen fit to let 
them harass and embitter my domestic life ? 

" I thank you for the suggestion," I said, at last 
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" I want to say one thing more/' Mrs. Campbell resumed, 
after another pause. " We look at our fellow-men too much 
from the stand-point of our own prejudices. They may be 
wrong, they may have their faults and foibles, they may call 
out all that is meanest and most hateful in us. But they 
are not all wrong ; they have their virtues, and when they ex- 
cite our bad passions by their own, as they may be ashamed 
and sorry as we are irritated. And I think some of the best, 
most contrite, most useful of men and women, whose prayers 
prevail with God and bring down blessings into the homes in 
which thiy dwell, often possess unlovely traits that furnish 
them with their best discipline. The very fact that they are 
ashamed of themselves, drives them to God ; they feel safe in 
His presence, and while they lie in the very dust of self-con- 
fusion at His feet, they are dear to Him and have power 
with Him." 

" That is a comforting word, and I thank you for it/' I 
said. My heart was full, and I longed to stay and hear her 
talk on. But I had already exhausted her strength. On 
the way home I felt as I suppose people do when they 
have caught a basketful of fish. I always am delighted to 
catch a new idea ; I thought I would get all the benefit out 
of Martha and her father, and as I went down to tea ; after 
taking off my things, felt like a holy martyr who had as 
good as won a crown. 

I found, however, that the butter was horrible. Martha 
had insisted that she alone was capable of selecting 
that article, and had ordered a quantity from her 
own village which I could not eat myself, and was ashamed 
to have on my table. I pushed back my plate in 
disgust. 

" I hope, Martha, that you have not ordered much of this 
odious stuff 1" I cried. 

Martha replied that it was of the very first quality, and 
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appealed to her father and Ernest, who both agreed with 
her, which I thought very unkind and unjust. I rushed into 
a hot debate on the subject, during which Ernest maintained 
that ominous silence that indicates his not being pleased, 
and that irritated and led me on. I would far rather he 
would say, " Katy, you are behaving like a child, and I wish 
you would stop talking." 

" Martha," I said, " you will persist that the butter is 
good, because you ordered it. If you will only own that, I 
won't say another word." 

" I can't say it," she returned. " Mrs. Jones's butter is 
invariably good. I never heard it found fault with before. 
The trouble is, you are so hard to please." 

" No, I am not. And you can't convince me that if the 
butter-milk is not perfectly worked out, the butter could be 
fit to eat." 

This speech I felt to be a masterpiece. It was time to 
let her know how learned I was on the subject of butter, 
though I wasn't brought up to make it or see it made. 

But here Ernest put in a little oil. 

" I think you are both right," he said. " Mrs. Jones 
makes good butter, but just this once she failed. I daresay 
it won't happen again ; and meanwhile, this can be used for 
making seed-cakes, and we can get a new supply." 

This was his masterpiece ! A whole firkin of butter made 
up into seed-cakes ! 

Martha turned to encounter him on that head, and I 
slipped off to my room to look, with a miserable sense of 
disappointment, at my folly and weakness in making so 
much ado about nothing. I find it hard to believe that it 
can do me good to have people live with me who like 
rancid butter, and who disagree with me in every thing else. 



XIII. 

March I. 

AUNTY sent for us all to dine with her to-day to cele- 
brate Lucy's fifteenth birth-day. Ever since Lucy 
behaved so heroically in regard to little Emma, really saving 
her life, Ernest says, aunty seems to feel that she cannot do 
enough for her. The child has taken the most unaccount- 
able fancy to me, strangely enough, and when we got there 
she came to meet me with something like cordiality. 

" Mamma permits me to be the bearer of agreeable 
news," she said, " because this is my birthday. A friend 
of whom you are very fond, has just arrived, and is im- 
patient to embrace you." 

" To embrace me?" I cried. " You foolish child ! " And 
the next moment I found myself in my mother's arms ! 

The despised Lucy had been the means of giving me this 
pleasure. It seems that aunty had told her she should 
dioose her own birthday treat, and that after solemn medi- 
tation, she had decided that to see dear mother again would 
be the most agreeable thing she could think of. I never 
told you, dear journal, why I did not go home last summer, 
and never shall. If you choose to fancy that I could not 
afford it, you can ! 

Well ! wasn't it nice to see mother, and to read in hei 
dear, loving face that she was satisfied with her poor, way- 
ward Katy, and fond of her as ever. I only longed fo 

L 
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Ernest's coming, that she might see us together, and see how 
he loved me. 

He came ; I rushed out to meet him and dragged him in. 
But it seemed as if he had grown stupid and awkward. 
All through the dinner I watched for one of those loving 
glances which should proclaim to mother the good under- 
standing between us, but watched in vain. 

" It will come by-and-by," I thought. " When we get 
by ourselves mother will see how fond of me he is." But 
"by-and-by" it was just the same. I was pre-occupied, and 
mother asked me if I were well. It was all very foolish, I 
daresay, and yet I did want to have her know that with all 
my faults he still loves me. Then, besides this disappoint- 
ment, I have to reproach myself for misunderstanding poor 
Lucy as I have done. Because she was not all fire and fury 
like myself I need not have assumed that she had no heart. 
It is just like me ; I hope I shall never be so severe in my 
judgment again. 

— — April 30. — Mother has just gone. Her visit has 
done me a world of good. She found out something to 
like in father at once, and then something good in 
Martha. She says father's sufferings are real, not fancied; 
that his error is not knowing where to locate his disease, 
and is starving one week #nd over-eating the next. She 
charged me not to lay up future misery for myself by mis- 
judging him now, and to treat- him as a daughter ought, 
without the smallest regard to his appreciation of it. Then 
as to Martha, she declares that I have no idea how much 
she does to reduce our expenses, to keep the house in 
order and relieve us from care. " But, mother," I said, " did 
you notice what horrid butter we have ? And it is all her 
doing." 

" But the butter won't last for ever," she replied. " Donl 
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make yourself miserable about such a trifle. For my part, 
it is a great relief to me to know that with your delicate 
health you have this tower of strength to lean on." 

" But my health is not delicate, mother. " 

" You certainly look pale and thin." 

" Oh, well," I said, whereupon she fell to giving me 
all sorts of advice about getting up on step-ladders and 
climbing on chairs and sewing too much, and all that. 

June 15. — The weather, or something, makes me 

rather languid and stupid. I begin to think that Martha 
is not an entire nuisance in the house. I have just been to 
see Mrs. Campbell. In answer to my routine of lamenta- 
tions, she took up a book and read me what was called, as 
nearly as I can remember, " Four steps that lead to 
peace." 

" Be desirous to do the will of another, rather than thine 
own." 

" Choose always to have less, rather than more." 

"Seek always the lowest place, and to be inferior to 
everyone." 

" Wish always, and pray, that the will of God may be 
wholly fulfilled in thee." 

I was much struck with theje directions; but I said, 
despondently : 

" If peace can only be found at the end of such hard 
roads, I am sure I shall always be miserable." 

" Are you miserable now ? " she asked. 

" Yes, just now I am. I do not mean that I have no 
happiness; I mean that I am in a disheartened mood, 
weary of going round and round in circles, committing the 
same sins, uttering the same confessions, and making no 
advance." 

" My dear," she said, after a time, " have you a perfectly 
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distinct, settled view of what Christ is to the human 
soul?" 

"I do not know. I understand, of course, more or less 
perfectly, that my salvation depends on Him alone ; is His 
gift" 

" But do you see, with equal clearness, that your sancti- 
fication must be as fully His gift, as your salvation is ? " 

"No," I said,, after a little thought. "I have had a 
feeling that He has done His part, and now I must do 
mine." 

" My dear," she said, with much tenderness and feeling, 
" then the first thing you have to do is to learn Christ." 

"But how?" 

" On your knees, my child, on your knees !" She was tired, 
and I came away ; and I have indeed been on my knees. 

July 1. — I think that I do begin, dimly it is true, 

but really, to understand that this terrible work which I 
was trying to do myself, is Christ's work, and must be done 
and will be done by Him. I take some pleasure in the 
thought, and wonder why it has all this time been hidden 
from me, especially after what Dr. C. said in his letter. 
But I get hold of this idea in a misty, unsatisfactory way. 
If Christ is to do all, what am I to do? And have I not 
been told, over and over again, that the Christian life 
is one of conflict, and that I am to fight like a good 
soldier? 

August 5. — Dr. Cabot has come just as I need 

him most. I long for one of those good talks with him 
which always used to strengthen me so. I feel a perfect 
weight of depression that makes me a burden to myself and 
to poor Ernest, who, after visiting sick people all day, needs 
to come home to a cheerful wife. But he comforts me 
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with the assurance that this is merely physical despondency, 
and that I shall get over it by-and-by. How kind, how 
even tender he is ! My heart is getting all it wants from 
him, only I am too stupid to enjoy him as I ought Father, 
too, talks far less about his own bad feelings, and seems 
greatly concerned at mine. As to Martha, I have done 
trying to get sympathy or love from her. She cannot help 
it, I suppose, but she is very hard and dry towards me, 
and I feel such a longing to throw myself on her mercy, 
and to have one little smile to assure me that she has for- 
given me for being Ernest's wife, and so different from 
what she would have chosen for him. 

Dr. Elliott to Mrs. Mortimer. 

October 4, 1838. 
My Dear Katy's Mother : — You will rejoice with us 
when I tell you that we are the happy parents of a very 
fine little boy. My dearest wife sends "an ocean of love" 
to you, and says she will write herself, to-morrow. That I 
shall not be very likely to allow, as you will imagine. She 
is doing extremely well, and we have everything to be 
grateful for. Your affectionate Son, 

J. E. Elliott. 

Mrs. Crofton to Mrs. Mortimer : 

I am sure, my dear sister, that the doctor has not written 
you more than five lines about the great event which has 
made such a stir in our domestic circle. So I must try to 
supply the details you will want to hear. ... I need not 
add that our darling Katy behaved nobly. Her self-forget- 
fulness and consideration for others were really beautiful 
throughout the whole scene. The doctor may well be 
proud of her, and I took care to tell him so in presence of 
that dreadful sister of his. I never met so angular, so un- 
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compromising a. person as she is, in all my life. She does 
not understand Katy, and never can, and I find it hard to 
realize that living with such a person can furnish a whole- 
some discipline, which is even more desirable than the 
most delightful home. And yet I not only know that this 
is true in the abstract, but I see that it is so in the actual * 
fact. Katy is acquiring both self-control and patience, and 
her Christian character is developing in a way that amazes 
me. I cannot but hope that God will, in time, deliver her 
from this trial; indeed, I feel sure that when it has done 
its beneficent work He will do so. Martha Elliott is a good 
woman, but her goodness is without grace or beauty. She 
takes excellent care Of Katy, keeps her looking as if she 
had just come out of a band-box, as the saying is, and 
always has her room in perfect order. But one misses the 
loving word, the reassuring smi'e, the delicate, thoughtful 
little forbearance, that ought f , adorn every sick-room, and 
light it up as with genuine su ishine. There is one comfort 
about it, however, and that i-, that I can spoil dear Katy to 
my heart's content 

As to the baby, he is a fine, little fellow, and his mother is 
so happy in him that she can afford to do without some 
other pleasures. I shall write again in a few days. Mean- 
while, you may test assured that I love your Katy almost 
as well as you do, and shall be with her most of the time till 
she is quite herselt again. 

James to his mother : 

Of course there never was such a baby before on the face 
of the earth. Katy is so nearly wild with joy, that you can't 
get her to eat or sleep or do any of the proper things that 
her charming sister-in-law thinks becoming, under the cir- 
cumstances. You never saw anything so pretty in your life, 
as she is now. I hope the doctor is as much in love with 
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her as I am. He is the best fellow in the world, and Katy 
is just the wife for him. 

Nov. J4. — My darling baby is a month old to-day. ■ 

I never saw such a splendid child. I love him so that I lie 
awake nights to watch him. Martha says, in her dry way, 
that I had better show my love by sleeping and eating for 
him, and Ernest says I shall, as soon as I get stronger. But 
I don't get strong, and that' discourages me. 

Nov. 26. — I begin to feel rather more like myself 

and as if I could write with less labour. I have had in these 
•few pasf weeks such a revelation of suffering, and such a 
revelation of joy, as mortal mind can hardly conceive of. The 
world I live in now is a new world ; a world full of suffering 
that leads to unutterable felicity. Oh, this precious, precious 
baby ! How can I thank God enough for giving him to me ! 

I see now why He has put some thorns into my domestic 
life ; but for them I should be too happy to live. It docs 
not seem just the moment to complain, and yet, as I can 
speak to no one, it is a relief, a great relief, to write about 
my trials. During my whole sickness, Martha has been so 
hard, so cold, so unsympathising, that sometimes it has 
seemed as if my cup of trial could not hold another drop. 
She routed me out of bed when I was so languid that every- 
thing seemed a burden, and when sitting up made me faint 
away. I heard her say to herself, that I had no constitution 
and had no business to get married. The worst of all is that 
during that dreadful night before baby came, she kept asking 
Ernest to lie down and rest, and was sure he would kill him- 
self, and all that, while she had not one word of pity for 
me. But, oh ! why need I let this rankle in my heart ? Why 
cannot I turn my thoughts entirely to my darling baby, my 
dear husband, and all the other sources of joy that make 
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my home a happy one in spite of this one discomfort ? I 
hope I am learning some useful lessons from my joys and 
from my trials, and that both will serve to make me in earnest, 
and to keep me so. 

Dec, 4. — We have had a great time about poor baby's 

name. I expected to call him Raymond, for my own dear 
father, as a matter of course. It seemed a small. gratification 
for mother in her loneliness. Dear mother ! How little I 
have known, all these years, what I cost her 1 But it seems 
there has been a Jotham in the family ever since the memory 
of man, each eldest son handing down his father's name to 
the next in descent, and Ernest's real name is Jotham 
Ernest — of ail the extraordinary combinations ! His mother 
would add the latter name in spite of everything. Ernest 
behaved very well through the whole affair, and said he had 
no feeling about it at all. But he was so gratified when I 
decided to keep up the family custom, that I feel rewarded 
for the sacrifice. 

Father is in one of his gloomiest moods. As I sat ca- 
ressing baby to-day, he said to me : 

" Daughter Katherine, I trust you make it a subject of 
prayer to God that you may be kept from idolatry." 

" No, father," I returned, " I never do. An idol is some- 
thing one puts in God's place, and I don't put baby there.* 

He shook his head, and said " The heart is deceitful above 
all things, and desperately wicked." 

il I have heard mother say that we might love an eaithly 
object as much as we pleased, if we only love God better." 
I might have added, but of course I didn't, that I prayed 
every day that I might love Ernest and baby better and 
better. Poor father seemed puzzled and troubled by what 
I did say, and after musing awhile, went on thus : 

" The Almighty is a great and terrible Being. He cannot 
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bear a rival He will have the whole heart or none of it. 
When I see a young woman so absorbed in a created object 
as you are in that infant, and in your other friends, I tremble 
for you, I tremble for you ! " 

" But, father," I persisted, "God gave me this child, and 
He gave me my heart, just as it is. " 

" Yes ; and that heart needs renewing." 

" I hope it/r renewed," I replied. " But I know there is a 
preat work still to be done in it. And the more effectually it 
is done the more loving I shall grow. Don't you see, father ? 
Don't you see that the more Christ-like I become, the more I 
shall be rilled with love for every living thing ? " 

He shook his head, but pondered long, as he always does, 
on whatever he considers audacious. As for me, I am vexed 
wilh my presumption in disputing with him, and am sure, too, 
that I was trying to show off what little wisdom I have 
picked up. Besides, my mountain does not stand so strong 
as it did. Perhaps I am making idols out of Ernest and 
the baby. 

Jan. 16, 1839. — This is our second wedding-day. 

I did not expect much from it, after last year's failure. 
Father was very gloomy at breakfast, and retired to his 
room directly after it No one could get in to make his bed, 
and he would not come down to dinner. I wonder Ernest 
lets him go on so. But his rule seems to be to let everybody 
have their own way. He certainly lets me have mine. 
After dinner he gave me a book I have been wanting for 
some time, and had asked him for — The Imitation of Christ. 
Ever since that day at Mrs Campbell's, I have felt that I 
should like it, though I did think, in old times, that it 
preached too hard a doctrine. I read aloud to him the 
" Four steps to peace ; " he saidthey were admirable, and 
then took it from me and began reading to himself, here and 
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there. I felt the precious moments when I had got him all 
to myself were passing away, and was becoming quite out of 
patience with him, when the words, " Constantly seek to 
have less, rather than more," flashed into my mind. I 
suppose this direction had reference to worldly goods, but 
I despise money, and despise people who love it. The 
riches I crave are not silver and gold, but my husband's love 
and esteem. And of these must I desire to have less rather 
than more ? I puzzled myself over this question in vain, 
but when I silently prayed to be satisfied with just what 
God chose to give me of the wealth I crave, yes, hunger 
and thirst for, I certainly felt a sweet content, for the time 
at least, that was quite resting and quieting. And just as I 
had reached that acquiescent mood, Erne'st threw down his 
book, and came and caught me in his arms. 

" I thank God," he said, "my precious wife, that I married 
you this day. The wisest thing I ever did, was when I fell 
in love with you and made a fool of myself !" 

What a speech for my silent old darling to make ! 
Whenever he says and does a thing out of character, and 
takes me all by surprise, how delightful he is! Now the 
world is a beautiful world, and so is everybody in it. I met 
Martha on the stairs after Ernest had gone, and caught her 
and kissed her. She looked perfectly astonished. 

" What spirit the child has ! " I heard her whisper to her- 
self: " no sooner down than up again. " 

And she sighed. Can it be that under that stern and 
hard crust, there lie hidden affections and perhaps hidden 
sorrows ? 

I ran back and asked, as kindly as I could, " What 
makes you sigh, Martha ? Is anything troubling you ? Have 
I done anything to annoy you ? " 

" You do the best you can/' she said, and rushed past me. 
to her own room. 






XIV. 

Jan. 30. 

WHO would have thought I would have anything more 
to do with poor old Susan Green? Dr. Cabot 
came to see me to-day and told me the strangest thing ! It 
seems that the nurse who performed the last offices for her 
was taken sick about six months ago, and that Dr. Cabot 
visited her from time to time. Her physician said she 
needed nothing but rest and good, nourishing food, to 
restore her strength, yet she did not improve at all, and at 
last it came out that she was not taking the food the 
doctor ordered, because she could not afford to do so, 
having lost what little money she had contrived to save. 
Dr. Cabot, on learning this, gave her enough out of Susan's 
legacy to meet her case, and in doing so told her about that 
extraordinary will. The nurse then assured him that when 
she reached Susan's room and found the state that she was 
in, and that I was praying with her, she had remained waiting 
in silence, fearing to interrupt me. She saw me faint, and 
sprang forward just in time to catch me and keep me from 
falling. 

" I take great pleasure, therefore," Dr.Cabot continued, 
" in making over Susan's little property to you, to whom 
it belongs; and I cannot help congratulating you that you 
have had the honour and the privilege of perhaps leading 
that* poor, benighted soul to Christ, even at the eleventh 
hour." 
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" Oh, Dr. Cabot ! " I cried, " what a relief it is to hear 
.you say that ! For I have always reproached myself for 
the cowardice that made me afraid to speak to her of her 
Saviour. It takes less courage to speak to God than to 
man." 

" It is my belief," replied Dr. Cabot, " that every prayer 
offered in the name of Jesus is sure to have its answer. 
Every such prayer is dictated by the Holy Spirit, and 
therefore finds acceptance with God ; and if your cry for 
mercy on poor Susan's soul did not prevail with Him in her 
behalf, as we may hope it did, then He has answered it in 
some other way." 

These words impressed me very much. To think that 
every one of my poor prayers is answered ! Every one ! 

Dr. Cabot then returned to the subject of Susan's will, 
and in spite of all I could say to the contrary, insisted that 
he had no legal right to this money, and that I had. He 
said he hoped that it would help to relieve us from some of 
the petty economies now rendered necessary by Ernest's 
struggle to meet his father's liabilities. Instantly my idol 
was rudely thrown down from his pedestal. How could he 
reveal to Dr. Cabot a secret he had pretended it cost him 
so much to confide to me, his wife ? I could hardly restrain 
tears of shame and vexation, but did control myself so far 
as to say that I would sooner die than appropriate Susan's 
hard earnings to such a purpose, and that I should use it 
for the poor, as I was sure he would have done. He then 
advised me to invest the principal, and use the interest 
from year to year, as occasions presented themselves. So 
I shall have more than a hundred dollars to give away each 
year, as long as I live ! How perfectly delightful ! I can 
hardly conceive of anything that could give me so much 
pleasure ! Poor old Susan ! How many hearts she shall 
cause to sing for joy ! 



Stepping Heavenward. 1 5 7 

Feb. 25. — Things have not gone on wJI of htc. 

Dearly as I love Ernest, he has lowered himself in my eyes 
by telling that to Dr. Cabot. It would have been far 
nobler to be silent concerning his sacrifices ; and he certainly 
grows harder, graver, sterner, every day. He is all shut up 
within himself, and I am growing afraid of him. It must be 
that he is bitterly disappointed in me, and takes refuge in 
this awful silence. Oh, if I could only please him, and could 
know that I pleased him, how different my life would be ! 

Baby does not seem well. I have often plumed myself 
on the thought that having a doctor for his father would be 
such an advantage to him, as he would be ready to attack 
the first symptoms of disease. But Ernest hardly listens 
to me when I express anxiety about this or that, and if I 
ask a question, he replies, " Oh, you know better than I do. 
Mothers know by instinct how to manage babies." But 
I do not know by instinct, 01 in any other way, and I often 
wish that the time I spent over my music had been spent 
in learning how to meet all the little emergencies that are 
constantly arising since baby came. How I used to laugh 
in my sleeve at those anxious mothers who lived near us, 
and always seemed to be in hot water. Martha will take 
baby when I have other things to attend to, and she keeps 
him every Sunday afternoon, that I may go to church, but 
she knows no more about his physical training than I do. 
If my dear mother were only here ! I feel a good deal worn 
out. What with the care of baby, who is restless at night, and 
with whom I walk about lest he should keep Ernest awake; 
the depressing influence of father's presence, Martha's 
disdain, and Ernest's keeping so aloof from me, life seems 
to me little better than a burden that I have not strength 
f to carry and would gladly lay down. 

r 

— — Match 3. — If it were not for James I believe I should 
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sink. He is so kind and affectionate; so ready to fill up the 
gaps Ernest leaves empty, and is so sunshiny and gay that I 
cannot be entirely sad. Baby, too, is a precious treasure ; 
it would be wicked to cloud his little life with my depression 
I try to look at him always with a smiling face, for he 
already distingushes between a cheerful and a sad counte- 
nance. . 

I am sure that there is something in Christ's gospel that 
would soothe and sustain me amid these varied trials, if 
I only knew what it is, and how to put forth my hand and 
take it. • But as it is I feel very desolate. Ernest often 
congratulates me on having such a good night's rest, when 
I have been up and down every hour with baby, half 
asleep and frozen and exhausted. But he shall sleep at any 
rate. 

April 5. — The first rays of spring make me more 

languid than ever. Martha cannot be made to understand 
that nursing such a large, voracious baby, losing sleep, and 
confinement within doors, are enough to account for this. 
She is constantly speaking in terms of praise of those who 
keep up even when they do feel a little out of sorts and says 
she always does. In the evening, after baby gets to sleep, 
I feel fit for nothing but to lie on the sofa, dozing ; but she 
sees in this only a lazy habit, which ought not to tolerated, 
and is constantly devising ways to rouse and set me at work. 
If I had more leisure for reading, meditation, and prayer, I 
might still be happy. But all the morning I must have 
baby till he takes his nap, and as soon as he gets to sleep 
I must put my room in order, and by that time all the best 
part of the day is gone. And at night I am so tired that I 
can hardly feel anything but my weariness. That, too, is 
my only chance of seeing Ernest, and if I lock my door 
and fall upon my knees, I keep listening for his steps, read 
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to spring to welcome him should he come. That is wrong, 
I know, but how can I live without one loving word from 
him ? and every day I am hoping it will come. 

May 2. — Aunty was here to-day. I had not seen 

her for some weeks. She exclaimed at my looks in a tone 
that seemed to upbraid Ernest and Martha, though of course 
she did not mean to do that. " You are not fit to have the 
whole care of that great boy at night," said she, " and you 
ought to begin to feed him, both for his sake and your 
own." 

" I am willing to take the child at night, " Martha said, a 
little stiffly. " But I supposed his mother preferred to keep 
him herself." 

" And so I do," I cried. " I should be perfectly miserable 
if I had to give him up just as he is getting teeth, and so 
wakeful." 

" What are you taking to keep up your strength, dear ? " 
asked aunty. 

" Nothing in particular/' I said. 

" Very well, it is time the doctor looked after that," she 
cried. " It really never will do to let you run down in this 
way. Let me look at baby. Why, my child, his gums 
need lancing." 

" So I have told Ernest half a dozen times," I declared. 
" But he is always in a hurry, and says another time will 
do." 

"I hope baby won't have convulsions while he is waiting 
for that other time," said aunty, looking almost savagely at 
Martha. I never saw aunty so nearly out of humor. 

At dinner Martha began. 

"I think, brother, the baby needs attention. Mrs. 
Crofton has been here says so. And she seems to find 
Katherine run down. I am sure if I had known it I should 
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have taken her in hand and built her up. But she did not 
complain." 

" She never complains," father here put in, calling all the 
blood I had into my face, my heart so leaped for joy at his 
kind word. 

Ernest looked at me and caught the illumination of my 
face. 

" You look well, dear," he said. " But if you do not 
feel so you ought to tell us. As to baby, I will atten3 to 
him directly." 

So Martha's one word prevailed where my twenty fell to 
the ground. 

Baby is much relieved, and has fallen into a sweet sleep, 
and I have had time to carry my tired, oppressed heart to 
my compassionate Saviour, and to tell Him what I cannot 
utter to any human ear. How strange it is that, when, 
through many years of leisure and strength, prayer was only 
a task, it is now my chief solace if I can only snatch time for 
it. Mrs Embury has a little daughter. How glad I am for 
her! She is going to give it my name! That is a real 
pleasure. 

J u b 4- — Baby is ten months old to-day, and in spite 

of everything is bright and well. I have come home lo 
mother. Ernest waked up at last to see that something 
must be done, and when he is awake he is very wide awake. 
So he brought me home. Dear mother is perfectly de- 
lighted, only she will make an ado about my health. But 
I see, a good deal better, and think I shall get nicely 
rested here. How pleasant it is to feel myself watched 
by friendly eyes, my faults excused and forgiven, and 
what is best in me called out ! I have been writing to 
Ernest, and have told him honest who annoyed and pained 
I was at learning that he had told his secret to Dr. Cabot. 
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■ July 1 2. — Ernest writes that he has hail no com- 
munication with Dr. Cabot, or anyone else, on a subject that, 
touching his father's honour, as it does, he regards as a sacred 
one. 

" You say, dear," he adds, " you often say that I do not 
understand you. Are you sure that you understand me ? " 

Of course I don't. How can I ? How can I reconcile 
his marrying me, and professing to do it with delight, with 
his indifference to my society, his reserve, his carelessness 
about my health ? 

But his letters are very kind, and really warmer than he 
is. I can hardly wait for them, and then, though my pride 
bids me be reticent as he is, my heart runs away with 
me, and I pour out upon him such floods of affection that I 
am sure he is half drowned. 

Mother says baby is splendid. 

August i. — When I took leave of Ernest I was glad 

to get away. I thought he would perhaps find after I was 
gone that he missed something out of his life, and would 
welcome me home with a little of the old love. But I did 
not dream that he would not find it easy to do without me 
till summer was over; and when, this morning, he came 
suddenly upon us, carpet-bag in hand, I could do nothing 
but cry in his arms like a tired child. 

And now I had the silly triumph of having mother see 
that he loved me ! 

" How could you get away?" I asked at last. "And 
what made you come ? And how long can you stay ? " 

" I could 'get away because I would" he replied. " And I 
crime because I wanted to come. And I can stay three days." 

Three days of Ernest all to myself! 

•— *• August $.— He has gone, but he has left behind 

M 
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him a happy wife and the memory of three happy 
days. 

After the first joy of our meeting was over, we had time 
for just such nice long talks as I delight in. Ernest began 
by upbraiding me a little for my injustice in fancying he had 
betrayed his father to Dr. Cabot. 

" That is not all," I interrupted ; " I even thought you had 
made a boast of the sacrifices you were making." 

" That explains your coldness," he returned. 

"My coldness 1 Of all the ridiculous things in the 
world ! " I cried. 

" You were cold, for you, and I felt it, Don't you know 
that we undemonstrative men prefer loving winsome little 
women like you, just because you are your own opposites 
And when the pet kitten turns into a cat with claws " 

" Now, Ernest, that is really too bad ! To compare me 
to a cat ! " 

€l You certainly did say some sharp things to me about 
ihat time." 

" Did I, really ? Oh, Ernest, how could I ? " 

" And it was at a moment when I particularly needed 
your help. But do not let us dwell upon it. We love 
each other; we are both trying to do right in all the 
details of life. I do not think we shall ever get very far 
apart." 

" But, Ernest — tell me — are you very, very much disap- 
pointed in me ? " 

" Disappointed ? Why, Katy ! " 

"Then what did make you seem so indifferent? What 
made you so slow to observe how miserably I was, as to 
health?" 

" Did I seem indifferent? I am sure I never loved you 
better. As to your health, I am ashamed of myself. I 
ought to have seen how feeble you were. But the trjith is, 
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I was deceived by your bright ways with baby. For him 
you were all smiles and gaiety. " 

"That was from* principle," I said, and felt a good deal 
elated as I made the announcement. 

He fell into a fit of musing, and none of my usual devices 
for arousing him had any effect. I pulled his hair and his 
ears, and shook him, but he remained unmoved. 

At last he began again. 

" Perhaps I owe it to you, dear, to tell you that when I 
brought my father and sister home to live with us, I did 
not dream how trying a thing it would be to you. I did not 
know that he was a confirmed invalid, or that she would prove 
to possess a nature so entirely antagonistic to yours. I 
thought my father would interest himself in reading, visiting, 
&c, as he used to do. And I thought Martha's judgment 
would be of service to you, while her household skill would 
relieve you of some care. But the whole thing has proved 
a failure. I am harassed by the sight of my father, sitting 
there in his corner so penetrated with gloom ; I reproach 
myself for it, but I almost dread coming home. When a 
man has been all day encompassed with sounds and sights 
of suffering, he naturally longs for cheerful faces and cheer- 
ful voices in his own house. Then Martha's pertinacious 
— I won't say hostility to my little wife — what shall I call 
it?" 

" It is only want of sympathy. She is really too good to 
be hostile to anyone." 

" Thank you, my darling," he said, " I believe you do her 
justice." 

" I am afraid I have not been as forbearing with her as I 
ought," I said. " But, oh, Ernest, it is because I have been 
jealous of her all along I " 

" That is really too absurd." 

"You certainly have treated her with more deference 



1 64 Stepping Heavenward. 

than you have me. You looked up to her and looked down 
upon me. At least it seemed so." 

" My dear child, you have misunderstood the whole thing. 
I gave Martha just what she wanted most ; she likes to Le 
looked up to. And I gave you what I thought you wanted 
most — my tenderest love. And I expected that I should have* 
your sympathy amid the trials with which I am burdened, and 
that with your strong nature I might look to you to help me 
bear them. I know you have the worst of it, dear child, 
but then you have twice my strength. I believe women 
•almost always have more than men." 

"I have, indeed, misunderstood you. I thought you 
liked to have them here, and that Martha's not fancying me 
influenced you against me. But now I know just what you 
want of me, and I can give it, darling." 

After this all our cloud melted away. I only long to go 
home and show Ernest that he shall have one cheerful face 
about him, and have one cheerful voice. 

August 12. — I have had a long letter from Ernest 

to-day. He says he hopes he has not been selfish and un- 
kind in speaking of his father and sister as he has done, 
because he truly loves and honours them both, and wants 
rac to do so, if I can. His father had called them up 
twice to see him die and to receive his last messages. This 
always happens when poor Ernest has been up all the 
previous night ; there seems a fatality about it. 



XV. 

October 4. 

HOME again, and with my dear Ernest delighted to 
see me. Baby is a year old to-day, and, as usual, 
father, who seems to abhor anything like a meny-making, 
took himself off to his room. To-morrow he will be all the 
worse for it, and will be sure to have a theological battle 
with somebody. 

October 5. — The somebody was his daughter Kathe- 

rine, as usual. Baby was asleep in my lap, and I reached 
out for a book, which proved to be a volume of Shak- 
speare which had done long service as an ornament to the 
table, but which nobody ever read, on account of the small 
print. The battle then began thus : 

Father. — " I regret to see that worldly author in your 
hands, my daughter." 

Daughter (a little mischievously). — "Why, were you 
wanting to talk, father?" 

" No, I am too feeble to talk to-day. My pulse is very 
weak." 

" Let me read aloud to you, then." 

" Not from that profane book." 

" It would do you good. You never take any recreation, 
Do let me read a little." 

Father gets nervous, 
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"Recreation is a snare. I must keep my soul ever fixed 
on Divine things." 

"But can you?" 

" No, alas, no. It is my grief and shame that I do not." 

" But if you would indulge yourself in a little harmless 
mirth now and then, your mind would get rested, and you 
would return to Divine things with fresh zeal. Why should 
not the mind have its seasons of rest as well as the body?" 

" We shall have time to rest in heaven. Our business 
here on earth is to be sober and vigilant because £>( our 
adversary ; not to be reading plays." 

" I don't make reading plays my business, dear father, 
I make it my rest and amusement." 

" Christians do not need amusement ; they find all they 
want in God." 

"Do you, father?" 

"Alas, no. He seems a great way off." 

" To me He seems very near. So near that He can see 
every thought of my heart. Dear father, it is your disease 
that makes everything so unreal to you. God is really so 
near, really loves us so, is so sorry for us ! And it seems 
hard, when you are so good, and so intent on pleasing Him, 
that you get no comfort out of Him." 

" I am not gpod, my daughter. I am a vile worm of the 
dust." 

" Well, God is good, at any rate, and He would never 
have sent His Son to die for you if He did not love you." 
So then I began to sing. Father likes to hear me sing, and 
the sweet sense I had that all I had been saying was true 
and more than true, made me sing with joyful heart 

I hope it is not a mere miserable presumption that makes 
me dare to talk so to poor father. Of course he is ten 
times better than I am, and knows ten times as much, but 
his disease, whatever it is, keeps his mind befogged. I 
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mean to begin now to pray that light may shme into his 
soul. It would be delightful to see the peace of God 
shining in that pale, stern face ! 

March 28. — It is almost six months since I wrote 

that. About the middle of October father had one of his 
ill turns one night, and we were all called up. He asked 
for me particularly, and Ernest came for me at last. I was 
a good deal agitated, and would not stop to half dress 
myself, and as I had a slight cold already, I suppose I 
added to it then. At any rate I was taken very sick, and 
the worst cough I ever had has racked my poor frame 
almost to pieces. Nearly six months' confinement to my 
room ; six months of uselessness, during which I have been 
a mere cumberer of the ground. Poor Ernest ! What a hard 
time he has had ! Instead of the cheerful welcome home I 
-was to give him whenever he entered the house, here I 
have lain exhausted, woe-begone, and good for nothing. It 
is the bitterest disappointment I ever had. My ambition is 
to be the sweetest, brightest, best of wives ; and what with 
my childish follies and my sickness, what a weary life my 
dear husband has had ! But how often I have prayed that 
God would do His will in defiance, if need be, of mine ! I 
have tried to remind myself of that every day. But I am 
too tired to write any more now. 

March 30. — This experience of suffering has filled 

my mind with new thoughts. At one time I was so sick 
that Ernest sent for mother. Poor mother, she had to sleep 
with Martha. It was a great comfort to have her here, but 
I knew by her coming how sick I was, and then I began to 
ponder the question whether I was ready to die. Death 
looked to me as a most solemn, momentous event— but 
there was something very pleasant in the thought of being 
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no longer a sinner, but a redeemed saint, and of dwelling 
for ever in Christ's presence. Father came to see me when 
I had just reached this point. 

"My dear daughter," he asked, "are you prepared to 
face the Judge of all the earth?" 

" No, my dear father," I said, " Christ will do that for me." 

"Have you no misgivings ?" 

I could only smile ; I had not strength to talk. 

Then I heard Ernest — my dear, calm, self-controlled 
Ernest — burst out crying and rush out of the room. I 
looked after him, and how I loved him ! But I felt that I 
loved my Saviour infinitely more, and that if he now let me 
come home to be with Him I could trust Him to be a 
thousandfold more to Ernest than I could ever be, 
and to take care of my darling baby and my precious 
mother better than I could. The very gates of heaven 
seemed opened to let me in. And then they were 
suddenly shut in my face, and I found myself a poor, 
weak, tempted creature here upon earth. I who 
fancied myself an heir of glory, was nothing but a 
peevish, human creature — very human indeed; overcome 
if Martha shook the bed, as she always did, irritated if my 
food did not come at the right moment, or was not of the 
right sort, hurt and offended if Ernest put on a tone less 
anxious and tender than he had used when I was very ill, 
and, in short, my own poor faulty self once more. Oh ; what 
fearful battles I fought for patience, forbearance, and un- 
selfishness ! What sorrowful tears of shame I shed over 
hasty, impatient words and fretful tones! No wonder I 
longed to be gone where weakness should be swallowed up 
in strength, and sin give place to eternal perfection ! 

But here I am, and suffering and work lie before me, for 
which I feel little physical or mental courage. But " blessed 
be the will of God." 
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April 5. — I was alone with father last evening, 

Ernest and Martha both being- out, and soon saw, by the 
way he fidgeted in his chair, that he had something on his 
mind. So I laid down the book I was reading, and asked 
him what it was. 

" My daughter," he began, " can you bear a plain word 
from an old man?'* 

I felt frightened, for I knew I had been impatient to 
Martha of late, in spite of all my efforts to the contrary. I 
am still so miserably unwell. 

" I have seen many death-beds/' he went on, " but I 
never saw one where there was not some dread of the King 
of Terrors exhibited ; nor one where there was such abso- 
lute certainty of having found favour with God as to make 
the hour of departure entirely free from such doubts and 
such humility as becomes a guilty sinner about to face his 
Judge." 

" I never saw such a one either," I replied; "but there 
have been many such deaths, and I hardly know of any 
scene that so honours and magnifies the Lord." 

"Yes," he said slowly; "but they were old, mature, 
ripened Christians." 

" Not always old, dear father. Let me describe to you 
a scene Ernest described to me only yesterday." 

He waved his hand, in token that this would delay his 
coming to the point he was aiming at. 

" To speak plainly," he said, " I feel uneasy about you, 
my daughter." You are young and in the bloom of life; 
but when death seemed staring you in the face, you ex- 
pressed no anxiety, asked for no counsel, showed no alarm. 
It must be pleasant to possess so comfortable a persuasion 
of our acceptance with God ; but is it safe to pest on such 
an assurance, while we know that the human heart is deceit- 
ful abgve all things, and desperately wicked?" 
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" I thank you for the suggestion," I said ; " and, dear 
father, do not be afraid to speak still more plainly. You 
live in the house with me, see all my shortcomings and my 
faults, and I cannot wonder that you think me a poor, weak 
Christian. But do you really fear that I am deceived in 
believing that, notwithstanding this, I do really love my 
God and Saviour, and am His child ?" 

"No," he said, hesitating a little, "I can't say that 
exactly — I can't say that." 

This hesitation distressed me. At first it seemed to me 
that my life must have uttered a very uncertain sound, if 
those who saw it could misunderstand its language. But 
then I reflected that it was, at best, a very faulty life, and that 
its springs of action were not necessarily seen by lookers on. 

Father saw my distress and perplexity, and seemed 
touched by them. 

Just then Ernest came in with Martha, but seeing that 
something was amiss, the latter took herself off to her 
room, which I thought really kind of her. 

"What is it, father? What is it, Katy?" asked Ernest, 
looking from one troubled face to the other. 

I tried to explain. 

"I think, father, you may safely trust my wife's spiritual 
interests to me," Ernest said, with some warmth. " You do 
not understand her. I do. Because there is nothing 
morbid about her, because she has a sweet, cheerful confi- 
dence in Christ, you doubt and misjudge her. You may 
depend upon it that people are individual in their piety as 
in other things, and cannot all be run in one mould. Katy 
has a playful way of speaking, I know, and often expresses 
her strongest feelings with what seems like levity, and is, 
perhaps, a little reckless about being misunderstood in con- 
sequence." 

He smiled on me, as he thus took up the cudgels in my 
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defence, and I never felt so grateful to him in my life. The 
truth is, I hate sentimentalism so cordially, and have be- 
sides such an instinct to conceal my deepest, most sacred 
emotions, that I do not wonder people misunderstand and 
misjudge me. 

" I did not refer to her playfulness," father returned. 
" Old people must make allowances for the young ; they 
must make allowances. What pains me is, that this child, 
full of life and gaiety as she is, sees death approach without 
that becoming awe and terror which befits mortal man." 

Ernest was" going to reply, but I broke in eagerly upon 
his answer. 

" It is true that I expressed no anxiety when I believed 
death to be at hand. I felt none. I had given myself 
away to Christ, and He had received me, and why should 
I be afraid to take his hand, and go where he led me? 
And it is true that I asked for no counsel. I was too weak 
to ask questions, or to like to have questions asked ; but 
my mind was bright and wide awake while my body was so 
feeble, and I took counsel of God. Oh, let me read to you 
two passages from the life of Caroline Fry, which will make 
you understand how a poor sinner looks upon death. The 
first is an extract from a letter written after learning that her 
days on earth were numbered : — 

" ' As many will hear and will not understand, why I want 
no time of preparation, often desired by far holier ones than 
I, I tell you why, and shall tell others, and so shall you. It 
is not because I am so holy, but because I am so sinful. 
The peculiar character of my religious experience has always 
been a deep, an agonizing sense of sin 3 the sin of yesterday, 
of to-day, confessed with anguish hard to be endured, and 
cried for pardon that could not be unheard; each day 
cleansed anew in Jesus' blood, and each day more and 
more hateful in my own sight : what can I do in death I 
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have not done in life? What do in this life, when I am 
told I cannot live, other than I did last week, when I 
knew it not ? Alas, there is but one thing undone : to 
serve Him belter ; and the death bed is no place for that. 
Therefore, I say, if I am not ready now, I shall not be by 
delay, so far as I have to do with it If He has more to do 
in vie that is His part. I need not ask Him not to spoil 
His work by too much haste.' 

"And these are her dying words, a few days later : 
" l This is my bridal-day, the beginning of my life. I wish 
there should be no mistake about the reason of my desire 
to depart and to be with Christ • I confess myself the 
vilest, chiefest of sinners, and I desire to go to Him that I 
may be rid of the burden of sin — the sin of my nature — not 
the past, repented of every day, but the present, hourly, 
momentary sin, which I do commit, or may commit — the 
sense of which at times drives me half mad with grief! ' " 

I shall never forget the expression of father's face, as I 
finished reading these remarkable words. He rose slowly 
from his seat, and came and kissed me on the forehead. 
Then he left the room, but returned with a large volume, 
and pointing to a blank page, requested me to copy them 
there. He complains that I do not write legibly, so I printed 
them as plainly as I could, with my pen. 

-June 20. — On the first of May, there came to us, 



with other spring flowers, our little fair-haired, blue-eyed 
daughter. How rich I felt when I heard Ernest's voice, as 
he replied to a question asked at the 'door, proclaim, 
"Mother and children all well." To think that we, who 
thought ourselves rich before, are made so much richer 
now ! 

But she is not large and vigorous, as little Ernest was, and 
we cannot rejoice in her without some misgiving. Yet her 



Stepping Heavenward. 173 

very frailty makes her precious to us. Little Ernest hangs 
over her with an almost lover-like pride. and devotion, and 
should she live, I can imagine what a protector he will be 
for her. I have had to give up the care of him to Martha. 
During my illness I do not know what would have become 
of him but for her. One of the pleasant events of every 
day at that time, was her bringing him to me in such exqui- 
site order, his face shining with health and happiness, his 
hair and dress so beautifully neat and clean. Now that she 
has the care of him, she has become very fond of him, and 
he certainly forms one bond of union between us, for we 
both agree that he is the handsomest, best, most remarkable 
child that ever lived, or ever will live. 

July 6. — I have come home to dear mother with 

both my children. Ernest says our only hope for baby is to 
keep her out of the city during the summer months. 

What a petite wee maiden she is ! Where does all the love 
come from? If I had had her always I do not see how I 
could be more fond of her. And do people call it living 
who never had any children ? 

July 10. — If this darling baby lives, I shall always 

believe it is owing to my mother's prayers. 

I find little Ernest has a passionate temper, and a good 
deal of self-will. But he has fine qualities. I wish he had 
a better mother. I am so impatient with him when he is 
wayward and perverse ! What he needs is a firm, gentle hand, 
moved by no caprice, and controlled by the constant fear of 
God He never ought to hear an irritable word, or a sharp 
tone ; but he does hear them, I must own with grief and 
shame. The truth is, it is so long since I really felt strong 
and well that I am not myself, and cannot do him justice, 
poor child. Next to being a perfect wife I want to be a 
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perfect mother. How mortifying, how dreadful in all things 
to come short of even one's own standard ! What approach, 
then, does one make to God's standard ? 

Mother seems very happy to have us here, though we 
make so much trouble. She encourages me in all my at- 
tempts to control myself and to control my dear little boy, 
and the chapters she gives me out of her own experience 
are as interesting as a novel, and a good deal more in- 
structive. 

August — Dear Ernest has come to spend a week 

with us. He is all tired out, as there has been a great deal 
of sickness in the city, and father has had quite a serious 
attack. He brought with him a nurse for baby, as one 
more desperate effort to strengthen her constitution. 

I reproached him for doing it without consulting me, but 
he said mother had written to tell him that I was all worn 
out and not in a state to have the care of the children. It 
has been a terrible blow to me. One by one I am giving 
up the sweetest maternal duties. God means that I shall be 
nothing and do nothing ; a mere useless sufferer. But when 
I tell Ernest so, he says I am everything to him, and that 
God's children please Him just as well when they sit 
patiently with folded hands, if that is His will, as when 
they are hard at work. But to be at work, to be useful, to 
be necessary to my husband and children, is just what I 
want, and I do find it hard to be set against the wall as it 
were, like an old piece of furniture no longer of any service. 
I see now that my first desire has not been to please God, 
but to please myself, for I am restless under His restraining 
hand, and find my prison a very narrow one. I would be 
willing to bear any other trial, if I could only have health 
and strength for my beloved ones. I pray for patience with 
bitter tears. 

' • ' • \ 



XVI. 



October. 

WE are all at home together once more. The parting 
with mother was very painful. Every year that 
she lives now increases her loneliness, and makes me long 
to give her the shelter of my home. But in the midst of 
these anxieties, how much I have to make me happy ! Little 
Ernest is the life and soul of the house \ the sound of his 
feet pattering about, and all his prattle, are the sweetest 
music to my ear ; and his heart is brim full of love and 
joy, so that he shines on us like a sunbeam. Baby is im- 
proving every day, and is one of those tender, clinging little 
things that appeal to everybody's love and sympathy. I 
never saw a more angelic face than hers. Father sits by 
the hour looking at her. To-day he said : 

" Daughter Katherine, this lovely little one is not meant 
for this sinful world." 

"This world needs to be adorned with lovely little 
ones," I said. "And baby was never so well as she is 
now." 

" Do not set your heart too fondly upon her," he returned. 
u I feel that she is far too dear to me." 

" But, father, we could give her to God, if He should ask 
for her. Surely, we love Him better than we love her." 

But as I spoke a sharp pang shot through and through 
my soul, and I held my little fair daughter closely in my 
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arms, as if I could always keep her there. It may be my 
conceit, but it really does seem as if poor father was getting 
a little fond of me. Ever since my own sickness I have 
felt great sympathy for him, and he feels, no doubt, that I 
give him something that neither Ernest nor Martha can do, 
since they were never sick one day in their lives. I do wish 
he could look more at Christ and at what He has done and 
is doing for us. The way of salvation is to me a wide path, 
absolutely radiant with the glory of him who shines upon 
it ; I see my shortcomings ; I see my sins, but I feel my- 
self bathed, as it were, in the effulgent glow that proceeds 
directly from the throne of God and the Lamb. It seems 
as if I ought to have some misgivings about my salvation, 
but I can hardly say that I have one. How strange, how 
mysterious that is ! And here is father, so much older, so 
much better than I am, creeping along in the dark ; I spoke 
to Ernest about it. He says I owe it to my training, in a 
great measure, and that my mother is fifty years in advance 
of her age. But it can't be all that. It was only after 
years of struggle and prayer that God gave me this joy. 

November 24. — Ernest asked me yesterday, if I 

knew that Amelia and her husband had come here to live, 
and that she was very ill. 

"I wish you would go to see her, dear," he added. 
™ She is a stranger here, and in great need of a friend." 
I felt extremely disturbed. I have lost my old affection 
for her, and the idea of meeting her husband was un- 
pleasant. 

" Is she very sick ? " I asked. 

"Yes. She is completely broken down. 1 promised 
her that you should go to see her." 

" Are you attending her ? " 

" Yes, he* husband came for me himself* 11 
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" I don't want to go," I said. " It will be very disagree* 
able." 

" Yes, dear, I know it. Cut she needs a friend, as I said 
before." 

I put on my things very reluctantly, and went. I found 
Amelia in a richly-furnished house, but looking untidy and 
ill-cared for. She was lying on a couch in her bedroom ; 
three delicate looking-children were playing about, and their 
nurse sat sewing at the window. 

A terrible fit of coughing made it impossible for her to 
speak for some moments. At last she recovered herself 
sufficiently to welcome me, by throwing her arms around me 
and bursting into tears. 

" Oh, Katy 1" she cried, " should you have known me if 
we had met in the street? Don't you find me sadly 
altered?" 

" You are changed," I said, " but so am I." 

" Yes, you do not look strong. But then you never did. 
And you are as pretty as ever, while I — oh, Kate ! do jou 
remember what round white arms I used to have ? Look 
at them now ! " 

And she drew up her sleeve, poor child. Just then I 
heard a step in the passage, and her husband sauntered into 
the room, smoking. 

" Do go away, Charles," she said, impatiently. " You 
know how your cigar sets me coughing." 

He held out his hand to me with the easy, nonchalant 
air of one who is accustomed to success and popularity. 

I looked at him with an aversion I could not conceal. 
The few years since we met had changed him so com- 
pletely that I almost shuddered at the sight of his already 
Lloated face, and at the air that told of a life worse than 
wasted. 

" Do go away, Charles," Amelia repeated. 

K 
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He threw himself into a chair without paying the least 
attention to her, and still addressing himself to me again, 
said : 

u Upon my word, you are prettier than ever and " 

" I will come to see you at another time, Amelia," I said, 
putting on all the dignity I could condense in my small 
frame, and rising to take leave. 

" Don't go, Katy ! " he cried, starting up, " don't go ! 
I want to have a good talk about old times." 

Katy, indeed ! How dared he ? I came away burning 
with anger and mortification. Is it possible that I erer 
loved such a man? That to gratify that love I defied and 
grievecl my dear mother through a whole year ! Oh, from 
whafhopeless misery God saved me, when he snatched me 
out of the depth of my folly 1 

December 1. — Ernest says I can go to see Amelia 

with safety now, as her husband has sprained his ankle, and 
keeps his own room. So I am going. But I am sure I 
shall say something imprudent or unwise, and wish I could 
think it right to stay away. I hope God will go with me 
and teach me what words to speak. 

Dec. 2. — I found Amelia more unwell than on my 

first visit, and she received me again with tears. 

" How good you are to come so soon," she began. " I 
did not blame you for running off the other day ; Charley's 
impertinence was shameful. He said, after you left, that he 
perceived you had not yet lost your quickness to take offence, 
but I know he felt that you showed a just displeasure, and 
nothing more." 

" No, I was really angry," I replied. "I find the road to 
perfection lies up-hill, and I slip back so often that some- 
times I despair of ever reaching the top." 
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"What docs the doctor say about me?" she asked. 
" Does he think me very sick ? " 

" I daresay he will tell you exactly what he thinks/' I 
returned, "if you ask him. This is his rule with all his 
patients." 

" If I could get rid of this cough I should soon be 
myself again," she said. " Some days I feel quite bright 
and well. But if it were not for my poor little children, 
I should not care much how the thing ended. With 
the life Charley leads me, I haven't much to look for- 
ward to." 

"You forget that the children's nurse is in the room," I 
whispered. 

" Oh, I don't mind Charlotte. Charlotte knows how he 
neglects me, don't you, Charlotte ? " 

Charlotte was discreet enough to pretend not to hear this 
question, and Amelia went on : 

" It began very soon after we were married. lie would 
go round with other girls exactly as he did before ; then 
when I spoke about it he would just laugh in his easy, good- 
natured way, but pay no attention to my wishes. Then 
when I grew more in earnest he would say, that as long as 
he let me alone I ought to let him alone. I thought that 
when our first baby came that would sober him a little, but 
he wanted a boy and it turned out to be a girl. And my 
being unhappy and crying so much, made the poor thing 
fretful ] it kept him awake at night, so he took another room. 
After that I saw him less than ever, though now and then 
he would have a little love-fit, when he would promise to be 
at home more and treat me with more consideration. We 
had two more little girls— twins ; and then a boy. Charley 
seemed quite fond of him, and did certainly seem improved, 
though he was still out a great deal with a set of idle young 
men, smoking, drinking wine, and I don't know what else. 
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His uncle gave him too much money, and he had nothing 
to do but to spend it." 

" You must not tell me any more now," I said. "Wait till 
you are stronger." 

The nurse rose and gave her something which seemed to 
refresh her. I went to look at the little girls, who were all 
pretty, pale-faced creatures, very quiet and mature in their 
ways. 

" I am rested now," said Amelia, "and it does me good 
to talk to you, because I can see that you are sorry for 
me." 

" I am, indeed ! " I cried. 

" When our little boy was three months old I took this 
terrible cold and began to cough. Charley at first remon- 
strated with me for coughing so much ; he said it was a habit 
I had got and that I ought to cure myself of it. Then the 
baby began to pine and pine, and the more it wasted the 
more I wasted. And at last it died." 

Here thfe poor child burst out again, and I ^ iped away 
her tears as fast as they fell, thankful that she could oxy. 

" After that," she went on, after awhile, " Charley 
seemed to lose his last particle of affection for me; he kept 
away more than ever, and once when I besought him not to 
neglect me and my children so, he said he was well paid for 
not keeping up his engagement with you, that you had some 
strength of character, and " 

"Amelia," I interrupted, "do not repeat such things. 
They only pain and mortify me." 

"Well," she sighed, wearily, "this is what he has at last 
brought me to. I am sick and broken- hearted, and care 
very little what becomes of nte." 

There was a long silence. I wanted to ask her if, when 
earthly refuge failed her, she could not find shelter in. the 
love of Christ But I have what is, I fear, a morbid terror 
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of seeking the confidence of others. I knelt down at last, 
and kissed the poor, faded face. 

"Yes, I knew you would feel for me," she said. "The 
only pleasant thought I had when Charley insisted on 
coming here to live was, that I should see you." 

" Does your uncle live here, too ? " I asked. 

"Yes, he came first, and it was that that put it into 
Charley's head to come. He is very kind tome." 

"Yes," Tsaid, "and God is kind, too, isn't He?" 

" Kind to let me get sick and disgust Charley ? Now, 
Katy, how can you talk so?" I replied by repeating two 
lines from a hymn of which I am very fond : 

" O Saviour, whose mercy, severe in its kindness, 
Hath chastened my wanderings, and guided my way." 

u I don't much care for hymns," she said. " When one 
is well, and everything goes quiet to one's mind, it is nice to 
go to church and sing with the rest of them. Cut, sick as I 
am, it isn't so easy to be religious." 

"But isn't this the very time to look to Christ for 
comfort?" 

" What's the use of looking anywhere for comfort ? " she 
said, peevishly. " Wait till you are sick and heart-broken 
yourself, and you'll see that you won't feel much like doing 
anything but just groan and cry your life out." 

" I have been sick, and I know what sorrow means," I 
said. "And I am glad that I do. For I have learned 
Christ in that school, and I know that he can comfort when 
no one else can." 

"You always were an odd creature," she replied. "I 
never pretended to understand half you said." 

I saw that she was tired, and came away. Oh, now I 
wished that I had been able to make Christ look to her as 
He did to me all the way home ! 
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-Dec. 24. — Father says he does not like Dr. Cabot's 



preaching. He thinks that it is not doctrinal enough, and 
that he does not preach enough to sinners. But I can see 
that it has influenced him already, and that he is beginning 
to think of God, as manifested in Christ, far more than he 
used to do. With me he has endless discussions on his and 
my favourite subjects, and though I can never tell along 
what path I walked to reach a certain conclusion, the 
earnestness of my convictions does impress him strangely. 
I am sure there is a great deal of conceit mixed up with all 
I say, and then when I compare my life with my own 
standard of duty, I wonder I ever dare to open my mouth 
and undertake to help others. 

Baby is not at all well. To sec such a little frail tender 
thing really suffering, tears my soul to pieces. I think it 
would distress me less to give her to God just as she is now, 
a vital part of my very heart, than to see her live a mere 
invalid life. But I try to feel, as I know I say, Thy will be 
done ! Little Ernest is the very picture of health and 
beauty. He has vitality enough for two children. He and 
his little sister will make very interesting contrasts, as they 
grow older. His ardour and vivacity will rouse her, and her 
gentleness will soften him. 

-Jan. 1, 1S41. — Every day brings its own duty and its 



own discipline. How is it that I make such slow progress 
while this is the case ? It is a marvel to me why God allows 
characters like mine to defile His Church. I can only 
account for it with the thought that if I ever am perfected, 
I shall be a great honour to His name, for surely worse 
material for building up a temple of the Holy Ghost was 
never gathered together before. The time may come when 
those who know me now, crude, childish, incomplete, will 
look upon me with amazement, saying, "What hath God 
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wrought !" If I knew such a time would never come, I 
should want to flee into the holes and caves of the earth. 

I have everything to inspire me to devotion. My dear 
mother's influence is always upon me. To her I owe the 
habit of flying to God in every emergency, and of believing 
in prayer. Then I am in close fellowship with a true man 
and a true Christian. Ernest has none of my fluctuation ; 
he is always calm and self-possessed. This is partly his 
natural character ; but he has studied the Bible more than 
any other book, his convictions of duty arc fixed because 
they are drawn thence, and his constant contact with the 
sick and the suffering has revealed life to him just as it is. 
How he has helped me on ! God bless him for it ! 

Then I have James. To be with him one half-hour is an 
inspiration. He lives in such blessed communion with 
Christ that he is in perpetual sunshine, and his happiness 
fertilizes even this disordered household ; there is not a 
soul in it that does not catch somewhat of his joyousness. 

And there are my children ! My darling, precious 
children ! For their sakes I am continually constrained to 
seek after an amended, a sanctified life ; what I want them 
to become I must become myself. 

So I enter on a new year, not knowing what it will bring 
forth, but surely with a thousand reasons for thanksgiving, 
for joy, and for hope. 

Jan. 16. — One more desperate effort to make har- 
mony out of the discords of my house, and one more failure. 
Ernest forgot that it was our wedding-day, which mortified 
and pained me, especially as he had made an engagement 
to dine out. I am always expecting something from life 
that I never get. Is it so with everybody? I am very 
uneasy, too, about James. He seems to be growing fond 
of Lucy's society. I am perfectly sure that she could not 



1 84 Stepping Heavenward. 

make him happy. Is it possible that he does not know what 
a brilliant young man he is, and that he can have whom he 
pleases? It is easy, in theory, to let God plan our own 
destiny, and that of our friends. But when it comes to a 
specific case, we fancy we can help His judgments with our 
poor reason. Well, I must go to Him with this new 
anxiety, and trust my darling brother's future to Him, if I 
can. 

I shall try to win James* confidence. If it is not Lucy, 
who or what is it that is making him so thoughtful and 
serious, yet so wondrously happy. 

Jan. 17. — I have been trying to find out whethct 

this is a mere notion of mine about Lucy James laughs, 
and evades my questions. But he owns that a very serious 
matter is occupying his thoughts, of which he does not wish 
to speak at present. May God bless him in it, whatever 
it is! 

May 1. — My delicate little Una's first birthday. 

Thank God for sparing her to us a year. If He shou'd 
take her away I should still rejoice that this life was mingled 
with ours, and has influenced them. Yes, even an un- 
conscious infant is an ever-felt influence in the household : 
what an amazing thought ! 

I have given this precious little one away to her Saviour 
and to mine \ living or dying, she is His. 

Dec. 13. — Writing journals does not seem to be my 

mission on earth of late. My busy hands find so much else 
u do ! And sometimes -when I have been particularly 
exasperated and tried by the jarring elements that form my 
home, I have not dared to indulge myself with recording 
things that ought to b<? foi&otteti. 
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How I long to live in peace with all men, and how I 
resent interference in the management of my children ! If 
the time ever comes that I live, a spinster of a certain age, 
in the family of an elder brother, what a model ofForbearance, 
charity, and sisterly loving-kindness I shall be ! 






XVII. 



January i, 1842. 



I MEAN to resume my Journal, and be more faithful to 
it this year. How many precious things, said my dear 
Mrs. Campbell and others, are lost for ever, because I did 
not record them at the time ! 

I have seen her to-day. At Ernest's suggestion I have 
let Susan Green provide her with a comfortable chair, which 
enables her to sit up during a part of each day. I found 
her in it, full of gratitude, her sweet, tranquil face shining, 
as it always is, with a light reflected from heaven itself. She 
looks like one who has had her struggle with life and con- 
quered it. During last year, I visited her often, and gradu- 
ally learned much of her past history, though she does not 
love to talk of herself. She has out-lived her husband, a 
houseful of girls and boys, and her ill-health is chiefly the 
result of years of watching by their sick-beds, and grief at 
their loss. 

For she does not pretend not to grieve, but always says, 
" It is repining that dishonours God, not grief." 

I said to her to-day : 

" Doesn't it seem hard when you think of the many happy 
homes there are in the world, that you should be singled out 
for such bereavement and loneliness ? " 

She replied, with a smile : 

" I am not singled out, dear. There are thousands of 
God's own dear children, scattered over the world, suffering 
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far more than I do. And I do not think there are many 
persons in it who are happier than I am. I was bound to 
jny God and my Saviour before I knew a sorrow, it is true. 
But it was by a chain of many links ; and every link that 
dropped away, brought me to Him, till at last, having 
nothing left, I was shut up to Him, and learned fully, what 
I had only learned partially, how soul-satisfying he is." 

" You think, then," I said, while my heart died within me 
" that husband and children are obstacles in our way, and 
hinder our getting near to Christ." 

" Oh, no ! " she cried. " God never gives us hindrances. 
On the contrary, He means, in making us wives and mothers, 
to put us into the very conditions of holy living. But if we 
abuse His gifts by letting them take His place in our hearts, 
it is an act of love on His part to take them away, or to 
destroy our pleasure in them. It is delightful," she added, 
after a pause, " to know that there are some generous souls 
on earth, who love their dear ones with all their hearts, yet 
give those hearts unreservedly to Christ. Mine was not one 
of them." 

I had some little service to render her which interrupted 
our conversation. The offices I have had to have rendered 
me in my own long days of sickness have taught me to be 
less fastidious about waiting upon others. I am thankful 
that God has at last made me willing to do anything in a 
sick-room that must be done. She thanked me, as she 
always does, and then I said : 

" I have a great many little trials, but they don't do me a 
bit of good. Or, at least, I don't see that they do." 

" No, we never see plants growing," she said. 

" And do you really think, then, that perhaps I am growing, 
though unconsciously ? " 

" I know you are, dear child. There can't be life without 
growth." 
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This comforted me. I came home, praying all the way, 
and striving to commit myself entirely to Him in whose 
school I sit as learner. Oh, that I were a better scholar ! 
But I do not half learn my lessons, I am heedless and in- 
attentive, and I forget what is taught. Perhaps this is the 
reason that weighty truths float before my mind's eye at times, 
but do not fix themselves there. 

March 20. — I have been much impressed by Dr. 



Cabot's sermons to-day. While I am listening to his voice 
and hear him speak of the beauty and desirableness of the 
Christian life, I feel as he feels, that I am willing to count 
all things but dross that I may win Christ. But when I 
come home to my worldly cares, I get completely absorbed 
in them, and it is only by a painful wrench that I force ray 
soul back to God. Sometimes I almost envy Lucy in her 
calm nature, which gives her so little trouble. Why need I 
throw my whole soul into whatever I do ? Why can't I 
make so much as an apron for little Ernest without the 
ardour and eagerness of a soldier marching to battle ! I 
wonder if people of my temperament ever get toned down, 
snd learn to take life coolly ? 

-June 10. — My dear little Una has had a long and 



very severe illness. It seems wonderful that she could 
survive such sufferings. And it is almost as wonderful that 
I could look upon them, week after "week, without losing 
my senses. 

At first Ernest paid little attention to my repeated en- 
treaties that he would prescribe for her, and some precious 
time was thus lost. But the moment he was fully aroused 
to see her danger, there was something beautiful in his 
devotion. He often walked the room with her by the hour 
together, and it was touching to see her lying like a pale, 
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crushed lily in his strong arms. One morning she seemed 
almost gone, and we knelt around her with bursting hearts, 
to commend her parting soul to Him in whose arms we were 
about to place her. But it seemed as if all He asked of us 
was to come to that point, for then He gave her back to us, 
and she is still ours, only seven-fold dearer. I was so 
thankful to see dear Ernest's faiih triumphing over his heart, 
and making him so ready to give up even this little lamb 
without a word. Yes, we n'OHgive our children to Him if 
lie asks for them. He shall never have to snatch them 
from us by force. 

Oct. 4. — We have had a quiet summer in the coun- 
try, that is, I have with my darling little ones. This is the 
fourth birthday of our son and heir, and he has been full of 
health and vivacity, enjoying everything with all his heart. 
How he lights up our sombre household ! Father has been 
fasting to-day, and is so worn out and so nervous in conse- 
quence, that he could not bear the sound of the children's 
voices. I wish, if he must fast, he would do it moderately, 
and do it all the time. Now he goes without food until he 
is ready to sink, and now he eats quantities of improper 
food. If Martha could only see how mischievous all this 
is for him ! After the children had been hustled out of the 
way, and I had got them off to bed, he said, in his most 
doleful manner, " I hope, my daughter, that you are faithful 
to your son. He has now reached the age of four years, 
and is a remarkably intelligent child. I hope that you 
teach him that he is a sinner, and that he is in a state of 
condemnation." 

" Now, father, don't," I said. " You are all tired out, 
and do not know what you are saying. I would not have 
litde Ernest hear you for the world." 

Poor father ! He fairly groaned. 
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th*: is the mother who prays for you, Katy! So take 
courage ! 

— —Jan. 2. — James means to study theology as well as 
medicine, it seems. That will keep him with us for some 
years. Oh, is it selfish to take this view of it ? Alas^ the 
spirit is willing to have him go, but the flesh is weak, and 
cries out. 

Oct. 22. — Amelia came to see me to-day. She has 

been travelling for her health, and certainly looks much 
improved. 

" Charley and I are quite good friends again," she began. 
" We have jaunted about everywhere, and have a delightful 
time. What a snug little box of a house you have !" 

" It is inconveniently small," I said, "for our family is 
large, and the doctor needs more office room." 

" Does he receive patients here ? How horrid ! Don't 
you hate to have people with all sorts of ills and aches in 
the house? It must depress your spirits." 

" I daresay it would if I saw them ; but I never do." 

" I should like to see your children. Your husband says 
that you are perfectly devoted to them." 

" As I suppose all mothers are," I replied, laughing. 

" As to that," she returned, " people differ." 

The children were brought down. She admired little 
Ernest, as everybody does, but only glanced at the baby. 

"What a sickly-looking little thing!" she said. " But 
this boy is a splendid fellow ! Ah, if mine had lived He 
would have been just such a child ! But some people have 
all the trouble and others all the comfort. I am sure I 
don't know what I have done that I should have to lose my 
only boy, and have nothing left but girls. To be sure I can 
afford to dress them elegantly, and as soon as they get old 
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enough I mean to have them taught all sorts of accomplish- 
ments. You can't imagine what a relief it is to have plenty 
of money I* 

" Indeed, I can't," I said, " it is quite beyond the reach 
of my imagination." 

"My uncle— that is to say, Charley's uncle — has just 
given me a carriage and horses for my own use. In fact, he 
heaps everything upon me. Where do you go to church ?" 

I told her, reminding her that Dr. Cabot was its pastor. v 

" Oh, I forgot ! Poor Dr. Cabot ! Is he as old-fashioned 
as ever?" 

"I don't know what you mean?" I cried. "He is as 
good as ever, if not better. His health is very delicate, and 
that one thing seems to be a blessing to him." 

"A blessing! Why, Kate Mortimer! Kate Elliott, I 
mean. It is a blessing I, for one, am very willing to dis- 
pense with. But you always did say queer things. Well, 
I daresay Dr. Cabot is very good and all that, but his 
church is not a fashionable one, and Charley and I go to 
Dr. Bellamys. That is, I go once a day, pretty regularly, 
and Charley goes when he feels like it. Good-bye. I 
must go now ; I have all my fall shopping to do. Have 
you done yours? Suppose you jump into the carriage and 
go with me. You can't imagine how it passes away the 
morning to drive from shop to shop, looking over the new 
goods." 

" There seem to be a number of things I can't imagine," 
I replied, drily. " You must excuse me this morning." 

She took her leave. I looked at her rich dress as she 
gathered it about her and swept away, and recalled all her 
empty, frivolous talk with contempt. 

" She and Ch , her husband I mean, are well matched. 

They need their money, and their palaces, and their fine 
Clothes and handsome equipages, for they have nothing 

o 
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else. How thankful I am that I am as unlike them as 
ex . 

October 30. — I'm sure I don't know what I was 

going to say when I was interrupted just then. Something 
in the way of self-glorification, most likely. I remember 
the contempt with which I looked after Amelia as she left 
our house, and the pinnacle on which I sat perched for 
some days, when I compared my life with hers. Alas ! it 
was my view of life of which I was lost in admiration, for I 
am sure that if I ever come under the complete dominion 
of Christ's gospel, I shall not know the sentiment of disdain. 
I feel truly ashamed and sorry that I am still so far from 
being penetrated with that spirit. 

My pride has had a terrible fall. As I sat on my throne, 
looking down on all the Amelias in the world, I felt a pro- 
found pity at their delight in petty trifles, their love of 
position, of mere worldly show and passing vanities. 

"They are all alike, " I said to myself. "They are in- 
capable of understanding a character like mine, or the 
exalted, ennobling principles that govern me. They crave 
the applause of this world; they are satisfied with fine 
clothes, fine houses, fine equipages. They think and talk 
of nothing else ; I have not one idea in common with them. 
I see the emptiness and hollowness of these things. I am 
absolutely unworldly; my ambition is to attain whatever 
they, in their blind folly and ignorance, absolutely despise." 

Thus communing with myself, I was not a little pleased 
to hear Dr. Cabot and his wife announced. I hastened to 
meet them and to display to them the virtues I so admired 
in myself. They had hardly a chance to utter a word. I 
spoke eloquently of my contempt for worldly vanities, and of 
my enthusiastic longings for a higher life. I even went into 
particulars about the foibles of some of my acquaintances, 
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though faint misgivings as to the propriety of such remarks 
on the absent, made me half repent the words I still kept 
uttering. When they took leave, I rushed to my room with 
my heart beating, my cheeks all in a glow, and caught up 
and caressed the children in a way that seemed to astonish 
them. Then I took my work and sat down to sew. What 
a horrible reaction now took place ! I saw my refined, 
subtle, disgusting pride, just as I suppose Dr. and Mrs. 
Cabot saw it ! I sat covered with confusion, shocked at 
myself, shocked at the weakness of human nature. Oh, to 
get back the good opinion of my friends ! To recover my 
own self-respect ! But this was impossible. I threw down 
my work and walked about my room. There was a terrible 
struggle in my soul. I saw that, instead of brooding over 
the display I had made of myself to Dr. Cabot, I ought to 
be thinking solely of my appearance in the sight of God, 
who could see far more plainly than any earthly eye could, 
all my miserable pride and self-conceit But I could not 
do that, and chafed about till I was worn out, body and 
soul. At last I sent the children away, and knelt down and 
told the whole story to Him who knew what I was when he 
had compassion on me, called me by my name, and made me 
his own child. And here I found a certain peace. Chris- 
tian, on his way to the celestial city, met and fought his 
Apollyons and his giants too ; but he got there at last I 
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THIS morning Ernest received an early summons to 
Amelia. I got out of all manner of patience With 
him because he would take his bath and eat his breakfast 
before he went, and should have driven anyone else dis- 
tracted by my hurry and flurry. 

"She has had a hemorrhage;" I cried. "Do, Ernest, 
make haste." 

" Of course," he returned, " that would come, sooner or 
later." 

"You don't mean," I said, "that she has been in danger 
of this all along ? " 

" I certainly do." 

" Then it was very unkind in you not to tell me so." 

" I told you at the outset that her lungs were diseased." 

" No, you told me no such thing. Oh, Ernest, is she 
going to die." 

" I did not know you were so fond of her," he said, 
apologetically. 

"It is not that," I cried. "I am distressed at the 
thought of the worldly life she has been living — at my 
never trying to influence her for her good. If she is in 
danger, you will tell her so ? Promise me, that." 

" I must see her before I make such a promise," he said, 
and went out. 

I flew up to my room and threw myse'f on my kneesj . 
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sorrowful, self condemned. I had thrown away my last 
opportunity of speaking a word to her in season, though I 
had seen how much she needed one, and now she was 
going to die ! Oh, I hope God will forgive me, and hear 
the prayers I have offered for her ! 

Evening. — Ernest says he had a most distressing 



scene at Amelia's this morning. She insisted on knowing 
what he thought of her, and then burst out into bitter com- 
plaints and lamentations, charging it to her husband that 
she had this disease, declaring that she could not and 
would not die, and insisted that he must prevent it. Her 
uncle urged for a consultation of physicians, to which Ernest 
consented, of course, though he says no mortal power 
can save her now. 

I asked him how her husband appeared, to which he 
made the evasive answer that he appeared just as one 
would expect him to do. 

December.— -Amelia was so determined to see me 

that Ernest thought it best for me to go. I found her looking 
very feeble. 

" Oh, Katy," she began at once, " do make the doctor 
say that I shall get well ! " 

" I jvish he could say so with truth," I answered. " Dear 
Amelia, try to think how happy God's own children are when 
they are with Him." 

" I can't think," she replied. " I do not want to think. 
I want to forget all about it. If it were not for this terrible 
cough I could forget it, for I am really a great deal better 
than I was a month ago." 

I did not know what to say or what to do. 

" May I read a -hymn, or a few verses from the Bible? " 
I asked, at last 
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11 Just as you like," she said, indifferently. 

I read a verse now and then, but she looked tired, and 
I prepared to go. 

" Don't go," she cried. " I do not dare to be alone. 
Oh, what a terrible, terrible thing it is to die ! To leave 
this bright, beautiful world, and be nailed up in a coffin 
and buried in a cold, dark grave ! " 

" Nay," I said, " to leave this poor sick body there, and 
to fly to a world ten thousand times brighter, more beautiful 
than this." 

" I had just got to feeling nearly well," she said, "and I 
had everything I wanted, and Charlie was quite good to 
me, and I kept my little girls looking like fairies, just from 
fairy-land. Everybody said they wore the most picturesque 
costumes when they were dressed according to my taste. 
And I have got to go and leave them, and Charley will be 
marrying somebody else and saying to her all the nice 
things he has said to me." 

"I really must go now," I said. "You are wearing 
yourself all out." 

" I declare you are crying," she exclaimed. " You do pity 
me, after all." 

<f Indeed I do," I said, and came away, heartsick. 

Ernest says there is nothing I can do for hqr npw but to 
pray for her, since she does not really believe herself in 
danger, and has a vague feeling that if she can once con- 
vince him how much she wants to live, he will use some 
vigorous measures to restore her. Martha is to watch with 
her to-night Ernest will not let me. 

Jan. 18, 1843.— Our wedding-day has passed unob- 
served. Amelia's suffering condition absorbs us all. Martha 
spends much time with her; and prepares almost all the food 
she eats. 
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Jan. 20. — I have seen poor Amelia once more, and 

perhaps for the last time. She has failed rapidly of late, 
and Ernest says may drop away at almost any time. 

When I went in she shook me by the hand, and with 
great difficulty, and at intervals, said something like 
this: 

" I have made up my mind to it, and I know it must 
come. I want to see Dr. Cabot. Do you think he would 
be willing to visit me after my neglecting him so ? " 

"lam sure he would," I cried. 

" I want to ask him if he thinks I was a Christian at that 
time — you know when. If I was, then I need not be so 
afraid to die." 

" But, dear Amelia, what he thinks is very little to the 
purpose. The question is not whether you ever gave your- 
self to God, bnt whether you are His now. But I ought 
not to talk to you. Dr. Cabot will know just what to 
say." 

" No, but I want to know what you thought about it." 

I felt distressed, as I looked at her wasted, dying figure, 
to be called on to help decide such a question. But I knew 
what I ought to say, and said it : " Don't look back to the 
past; it is useless. Give yourself to Christ now." 

She shook her head. 

" I don't know how," she said. " Oh, Katy, pray to God 
to let me live long enough to get ready to die ! I have led 
a worldly life. I shudder at the bare thought of dying; I 
must have time." 

" Don't wait for time," I said, with tears, "get ready now, 
this minute. A thousand years would not make you more 
fit to die." 

So I came away, weary and heavy-laden, and on the way 
home stopped to tell Dr. Cabot all about it, and by this 
time he is with her. 
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March i. — Poor Amelia's short race on earth is over. 



Dr. Cabot saw her every few days, and says he hopes she did 
depart in Christian faith, though without Christian joy. I 
have not seen her since that last interview. That excited 
me so that Ernest would not let me go again. 

Martha has been there nearly the whole time for three or 
four weeks, and I really think it has done her good. She 
seems less absorbed in mere outside things, and more lenient; 
toward me and my failings. 

I do not know what is to become of those motherless little 
girls. I wish I could take them into my own home, but, of 
course, that is not even to be thought of at this juncture. 
Ernest says their father seemed nearly distracted when 
Amelia died, and that his uncle is going to send him off to 
Europe immediately. 

" I have been talking with Ernest about Amelia. " 
* " What do you think," I asked, " about her last days on 
earth ? Was there really any preparation for death ? "* 

" These scenes are very painful," he returned. "Of course 
there is but one real preparation for Christian dying, and 
that is Christian living." 

"But the sick-room often does what a prosperous life, 
never did ! " * 

" Not often. Sick persons delude themselves, or are 
deluded by their friends; they do not believe they are really : 
about to die. Besides, they are bewildered and exhausted; 
by disease, and what mental strength they have is occupied 
with studying symptoms, watching for the doctor, and the 
like. I do not now recall a single instance where a worldly 
Christian died a happy, joyful death, in all my practice." . ••■ 

" Well, in one sense it makes no difference whether they. 
die happily or not The question is, do they die in the 
Lord?" ./ 

*J It may make no vital difference to them ; but we musf ,... 
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not forget that God is honoured or dishonoured by the way 
a Christian dies, as well as by the way in which he lives. 
There is great significance in the description given in the 
Bible of the death by which John should * Glorify God; ' 
to my mind it implies that to die well is to live well." 

" But how many thousands die suddenly, or of such ex- 
hausting disease that they cannot honour God by even one 
feeble! word." 

" Of course I do not refer to such cases. All I ask is 
that those whose minds are clear, who are able to attend to 
all other final details, should let it be seen what the Gospel 
of Christ can do for poor sinners in the great exigency of 
life, giving Him the glory. I can tell you, my darling, that 
standing, as I so often do, by dying beds, this whole subject 
has become one of great magnitude to my mind. And it 
gives me positive personal pain to see heirs of the eternal 
kingdom, made such by the ignominious death of their Lord, 
go shrinking and weeping to the full possession of their in- 
heritance. " 

Ernest is right, I am sure, but how shall the world, even 
the Christian world, be convinced that it may have blessed 
foretastes of heaven while yet plodding upon earth, and faith 
to go thither joyfully, for the simple asking ? 

Poor Amelia ! But she understands it all now. It is a 
blessed thing to have this great faith, and it is a blessed 
thing to have a Saviour who accepts it when it is but a mere 
grain of mustard-seed 1 

"— J^7)» 24. — I celebrated my little Una's third birth 
day by presenting her with a new brother. Both the children 
welcomed him with a delight that was of itself compensation 
enough for all it cost me to get up such a celebration. 
Martha takes a most prosaic view of this proceeding, in 
which she detects ma/ice prepense on my part. She says I 
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shall now have one mouth the more to fill, and two feet the 
more to shoe ; more disturbed nights, more laborious days, 
and less leisure for visiting, reading, music, and drawing. 

Well ! this is one side of the story, to be sure, but I look 
at the other. Here is a sweet, fragrant mouth to kiss; here 
are two more feet to make music with their pattering about 
my nursery. Here is a soul to train for God, and the body 
in whi^h it dwells is worthy all it will cost, since it is the 
abode of a kingly tenant. I may see less of friends, but I 
have gained one dearer than them all, to whom, while I 
minister in Christ's name, I make a willing sacrifice of what 
little leisure for my own recreation my other darlings had 
left me. Yes, my precious baby,' you are welcome to your 
mother's heart, welcome to her time, her strength, her health, 
her tenderest cares, to her life-long prayers I Oh, how rich 
I am, how truly, how wondrously blest 1 

June 5. — We begin to be wofully crowded. We need 
a larger house, or a smaller household. I am afraid I 
secretly, down at the bottom of my heart, wish Martha and 
her father could give place to my little ones. May God for- 
give me if this is so ! It is a poor time for such emotions 
when He has just given me another darling child, for whom 
I have as rich and ample a love as if I had spent no affec- 
tion on the other twain. I have made myself especially 
kind to poor father and to Martha, lest they should perceive 
how inconvenient it is to have them here, and be pained by 
it. I would not, for the world, despoil them of what little 
satisfaction they may derive from living with us. But, oh ! 
I am so selfish, and it is so hard to practise the very law of 
love I preach to my children ! Yet I want this law to rule 
and reign in my home, that it may be a little heaven below, 
and I will not, no, I will not, cease praying that it may be 
such, no matter what it costs me. Poor father ! poor old 
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man ! I will try to make your home so sweet and homelike 
to you, that when you change it for heaven it shall be but a 
transition from one bliss to a higher ! 

Evening. — Soon after writing that, I went down to 

see father, whom I have had to neglect of late, baby has so 
used up both time and strength. I found him and Martha 
engaged in what seemed to be an exciting debate, as 
Martha had a fiery little red spot on each cheek, and was 
knitting furiously. I was about to retreat, when she got up 
in a flurried way, and went off, saying, as she went : 

"You tell her, father; I can't." 

I went up to him tenderly and took his hand. Ah, how 
gentle and loving we are when we have just been speaking 
to God ! 

"What is it, dear father?" I asked; "is anything 
troubling you ? " 

" She is going to be married," he replied. 

" Oh, father," I cried, " how n — " nice, I was going to 
say, but stopped just in time. 

All my abominable selfishness, that I thought I had left 
at my Master's feet ten minutes before, now came trooping 
back in full force. 

"She's going to be married ; she'll go away, and will take 
her father to live with her! I can have room for my 
children, and room for mother ! Every element of dis- 
cord will now leave my home, and Ernest will see what 
I really am!" 

These were the thoughts that rushed through my mind, 
and that illuminated my face. 

" Does Ernest know?" I asked. 

" Yes, Ernest has known it for some weeks." 

Then I felt injured, and inwardly accused Ernest of 
txnkindness in keeping so important a fact a secret. But 
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when I went back to my children, vexation with him took 
flight at once. The coming of each new child strengthens 
and deepens my desire to be what I would have it become; 
makes my faults more odious in my eyes, and elevates my 
whole character. What a blessed discipline of joy and of 
pain my married life has been ; how thankful I am to reap 
its fruits even while pricked by its thorns ! 

June 21. — It seems that the happy man who has 

wooed Martha and won her is no less a personage than old 
Mr. Underhill. His ideal of a woman is one who has no 
nerves, no sentiment, no backaches, no headaches, who will 
see that the wheels of his household machinery are kept well 
oiled, so that he need never hear them creak, and who, in 
addition to her other accomplishments, believes in him, and 
will be kind enough to live for ever for his private accommo- 
dation. This expose* of his sentiments he has made to me in a ^ 
loud, cheerful, pompous way, and he has also favoured me 
with a description of his first wife, who lacked all these quali- 
fications, and was obliging enough to depart in peace at an 
early stage of their married life, meekly preferring thus 
to make way for a worthier successor. Mr. Underhill, 
with all his foibles, however, is on the whole a good man. 
He intends to take Amelia's little girls into his own home, 
and be a father, as Martha will be a mother to them. For 
this reason he hurries on the marriage, after which they will 
all go at once to his country-seat, which is easy of access, 
and which he says he is sure father will enjoy. Poor old 
father ! I hope he will, but when the subject is alluded to 
he maintains a sombre silence, and it seems to me he never 
spent so many days alone in his room, brooding over his 
misery, as he has of late. Oh, that I could comfort him ! 

*—July i2 f — The marriage was appointed r c>r the first 
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of the month, as old Mr. Underhill wanted to get out 
of town before the fourth. As the time drew near, Martha 
began to pack father's trunk as well as her own, and brush 
in and out of his room till he had no rest for the sole 
of his foot, and seemed as forlorn as a pelican in the 
wilderness. 

I know no more striking picture of desolation than that 
presented by one of these quaint birds, standing upon a 
single leg, feeling, as the story has it, " den Jammer und 
das Elend der Welt." 

On the last evening in June we all sat together on the 
piazza, enjoying, each in our own way, a refreshing breeze 
that had sprung up after a sultry day. Father was quieter 
than usual, and seemed very languid. Ernest, who out of 
regard to Martha's last evening at home, had joined our 
little circle, observed this, and said, cheerfully : 

" You will feel better as soon as you are once more out 
of the city, father." 

Father made no reply for some minutes, and when he did 
speak we were all startled to find that his voice trembled as 
if he were shedding tears. We could not understand what 
he said. I went fb him and made him lean his head upon 
me, as he often did when it ached. He took my hand in 
both his. 

" You do love the old man a little ? " he asked, in the 
same tremulous voice. 

"Indeed I do? " I cried, greatly touched by-his helpless 
appeal, " I love you dearly, father. And I shall miss vqu 
sadly." 

"Must I go away, then?" he whispered. "Cannot I 
stay here till my summons hence ? It will not be long, it 
will not be long, my child." 

With the cry of a hurt animal, Martha sprang up and 
rushed past us into the house. Ernest followed her, and 
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we heard them talking together a long time. At last Ernest 
joined us. 

" Father," he said, " Martha is a good deal wounded 
and disappointed at your reluctance to go with her. She 
threatens to break off her engagement rather than to be 
separated from you. I really think you would be better off 
with her than with us. You would enjoy country life, 
because it is what you have been accustomed to; you 
could spend hours of every day in driving about — just what 
your health requires." 

Father did not reply. He took Ernest's arm and tottered 
into the house. Then we had a most painful scene, 
Martha reminded him, with bitter tears, that her mother 
had committed him to her with her last breath, and set 
before him all the advantages he would have in her house 
over ours. Father sat pale and inflexible, tear after tear 
rolling down his , cheeks. Ernest looked distressed and 
ready to sink. As for me, I cried with Martha and with 
her father by turns, and clung to Ernest with a feeling that 
all the foundations of the earth were giving way. It came 
time for evening prayers, and Ernest prayed as he rarely 
does, for he is rarely so moved. He quieted us all by a few 
simple words of appeal to Him who loved us, and father 
then consented to spend the summer with Martha if he 
might call our home his home, and be with us through the 
winter. But this was not till long after the rest of us went 
to bed, and a hard battle with Ernest He says Ernest is 
his favourite child, and that I am his favourite daughter, and 
our children inexpressibly dear to him. I am ashamed to- 
write down what he said of me. Besides, I am sure there 
is a wicked, wicked triumph over Martha in my secret 
heart. I am too elated with this extraordinary preference 
for us, to sympathize with her mortification and grief as I 
ought. Something whispered that she who has never pitied 
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me deserves no pity now. But I do not like this mean and 
narrow spirit in myself— nay, more, I hate and abhor it. 

The marriage took place and they all went off together 
father's rigid, white face, whiter, more rigid than ever. I 
am to go to mother's with the children at once. I feel 
that a great stpne has been rolled away from before the 
door of my heart ; the one human being who refused me a 
kindly smile, a sympathizing word, has gone, never to 
return. May God go with her and give her a happy home, 
and make her true and loving to those motherless little 
ones I 



XIX. 



October I. 



I HAVE had a charming summer with dear mother; 
and now I have the great joy, so long deferred, of 
having her in my own home. Ernest has been very cordial 
about it, and James has settled up all her worldly affairs, 
so that she has nothing to do now but to love us and let 
us love her. It is a pleasant picture to see her with my 
little darlings about her, telling the old, sweet story she 
told me so often, and making God and Heaven and Christ 
such blissful realities. As I listen, I realize that it is to 
her I owe that early, deep-seated longing to please the 
Lord Jesus, which I never remember as having a beginning, 
or an ending, though it did have its fluctuations. And it 
is another pleasant picture to see her sit in her own old 
chair, which Ernest was thoughtful enough to have brought 
for her, pondering cheerfully over her Bible and her Thomas 
a Kempis, just as I have seen her do ever since I can re- 
member. And there is still a third pleasant picture, only 
that is a new one ; it is as she sits at my right hand at the 
table, the living personification of the blessed gospel of 
good tidings, with father opposite, the fading image of the 
law given by Moses. For father has come back, father 
and all his ailments, his pill-boxes; his fits of despair v and 
his fits of dying. But he is quiet and gentle, and even 
loving, and as he sits in his corner, his Bible on his knees, 
I see how much more he reads the New Testament than he 
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used to do, and that the fourteenth chapter of St John 
almost opens to him of itself. 

I must do Martha the justice to say that her absence, 
while it increases my domestic peace and happiness, in- 
creases my cares also. What with the children, the house- 
keeping, the thought for mother's little comforts and the 
concern for father's, I am like a bit of chaff driven before 
the wind, and always in a hurry. There are so many 
stitches to be taken, so many things to pass through one's 
brain ! Mother says no mortal woman ought to undertake 
so much, but what can I do ? While Ernest is straining 
every nerve to pay off those debts, I must do all the needle- 
work, and we must get along with servants whose want of 
skill makes them willing to put up with low wages. Of 
course I cannot tell mother this, and I really believe 
she thinks I scrimp and pinch and overdo out of mere 
stinginess. 

— December 30. — Ernest came to me to-day with our 
accounts for the last three months. He looked quite 
worried, for him, and asked me if there were any expenses 
we could cut down. 

My heart jumped up into my mouth, and I said, in an 
irritated way : 

44 1 am killing myself with over-work now. Mother says 
so. I sew every night till twelve o'clock, and I feel all 
jaded out." 

" I did not mean that I wanted you to do any more than 
you are doing now, dear," he said, kindly. " I know you 
are all jaded out, and I look on this state of feverish 
activity with great anxiety. Are all these stitches absolutely 
necessary?" 

"You men know nothing about such things," I said, 
while my conscience pricked me as I went on hurrying to 

p 
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finish the fifth tuck in one of Una's little dresses. " Of 
course I want my children to look decent." 

Ernest sighed. 

" I really don't know what to do," he said, in a hopeless 
way. " Father's persisting in living with us is throwing a 
burden on you, that with all your other cares is quite too 
much for you. I see and feel it every day. Don't you 
think I had better explain this to him and let him go to 
Martha's?" 

" No, indeed !" I said. " He shall stay here if it kills 
me, poor old man ! " 

Ernest began once more to look over the bills. "I 
don't know how it is," he said, " but since Martha left us 
our expenses have increased a good deal." 

Now the truth is that when aunty paid me most gene- 
rously for teaching her children I did not dare to offer my 
earnings to Ernest, lest he should be annoyed. So I had 
quietly used it for household expenses, and it had held out 
till about the time of Martha's marriage. Ernest's injustice 
was just as painful, just as insufferable as if he had known 
this, and I now burst out with whatever my rasped, over- 
taxed nerves impelled me to say, like one possessed. 

Ernest was annoyed and surprised. 

"I thought we had done with these things," he said, 
and gathering up the papers he went off. 

I rose and locked my door and threw myself down upon 
the floor in an agony of shame, anger, and physical ex- 
haustion. I did not know how large a part of what seemed 
mere childish ill-temper, was really the cry of exasperated 
nerves, that had been on too strained a tension, and silent 
too long, and Ernest did not know it either. How could 
he ? His profession kept him for hours every day in the 
open air ; there were times when his work was done and 
he could take entire rest ; and his health is absolutely per- 
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feet. But I did not make any excuse for myself at the 
moment. I was overwhelmed with the sense of my utter 
unfitness to be a wife and a mother. 

Then I heard Ernest try to open the door, and finding 
it locked, he knocked, calling pleasantly : 

" It is I, darling ) let me in." 

I opened it reluctantly enough. 

" Come," he said, " put on your things and drive about 
with me on my rounds. I have no long visits to make, 
and while I am seeing my patients you will be getting the 
air, which you need." 

"I do not want to go," I said. "I do not feel well 
enough. Besides, there's my work." 

" You can't see to sew with those red eyes," he declared. 
"Come ! I prescribe a drive, as your physician." 

" Oh, Ernest, how kind, how forgiving you are ! " I cried, 
running into the arms he held out to me. " If you knew 
how ashamed, how sorry I am ! " 

" And if you only knew how ashamed and sorry I am!" 
he returned. " I ought to have seen how you were taxing 
and over-taxing yourself, doing your own work and Martha's 
tod. It must not go on so." 

By this time, with a veil over my face, he had got me 
downstairs and out into the air, which fanned my fiery 
cheeks and cooled my heated brain. It seemed to me that 
I had had all this tempest about nothing at all, and that 
with a character still so undisciplined, 1 was utterly un- 
worthy to be either a wife or a mother. But when I tried 
to say so in broken words, Ernest comforted me with the 
gentleness and tenderness of a woman. 
4 "Your character is not undisciplined, my darling," he 
said. "Your nervous organization is very peculiar, and 
you have had unusual cares and trials from the beginning of 
our married life. I ought not to have confronted you with 
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my father's debts at a moment when you had every reason 
to look forward to freedom from most petty economies and 
cares." 

" Don't say so," I interrupted. " If you had not told rne 
you had this draft on your resources I should have always 
suspected you of meanness. For you know, dear, you have 
kept me — that is to say — well you could not help it, but I 
suppose men can't understand how many demands aft 
made upon a mother for money almost every day. I got 
along very well till the children came, but since then it hab 
been very hard." 

" Yes," he said, " I am sure it has. But let me finish 
what I was going to say. I want you to make a distinction 
for yourself, which I make for you, between mere ill-temper 
and the irritability that is the result of a goaded state of the 
nerves. Until you do that, nothing can be done to relieve 
you from what I am sure distresses and grieves you 
exceedingly. Now, I suppose that whenever you speak to 
me or the children in this irritated way, you lose your own 
self-respect, for the time, at least, and feel degraded in the 
sight of God also." 

" Oh, Ernest ! there are no words in any language that 
mean enough to express the anguish I feel when I speak 
quick, impatient words to you, the one human being in the 
universe whom I love with all my heart and soul, and to niy 
darling little children who are almost as dear ! I pray and 
mourn over it day and night. God only knows how I hate 
myself on account of this one horrible sin ! " 

" Tt is a sin only as you deliberately and wilfully fulfil the 
conditions that lead to such results. Now I am sure if you 
could once make up your mind in the fear of God, never to 
undertake more work of any sort than you can carry on 
calmly, quietly, without hurry or flurry, and the instant yQu 
find yourself growing nervous and like one out of breath, 



Stepping Heavenward. 2 1 3 

would stop and take breath, you would find this simple, 
Common-sense rule doing for you what no prayers or tears 
could ever accomplish. Will you try it for one month, my 
darling ? '• 

" But we can't afford it," I cried, with almost a groan. 
i l Why, you have told me this very day that our expenses 
irjiust be cut down, and now you want me to add to them 
by doing less work. But the work must be done. The 
children must be clothed, and there is no end to the stitches 
to be taken for them, and your stockings must be mended 
— you make enormous holes in them ! and you don't like it 
if you ever find a button wanting to a shirt, or your supply 
of shirts getting low." 

".All you say may be very true," he returned, " but I am 
determined that you shall not be driven to desperation as 
you have been of late." 

By this time we had reached the house where his visit 
was to be made, and I had nothing to do but lean back 
aiid revolve all he had been saying, over and over again, 
and to see its reasonableness while I could not see 
what was to be done for my relief. Ah, I have often felt 
in moments of bitter grief at my impatience with my 
children, that perhaps God pitied more than he blamed 
"jne for it! And now my dear husband was doing the 
^ same ! 

When Ernest had finished his visit we drove on again in 
~ silence. 

At last I asked, 

" Do tell me, Ernest, if you worked out this problem all 
by yourself? " 

He smiled a little. 

" No, I did not. But I have had a patient for two or 
three years whose case has interested me a good deal, and 
for wheta I finally prescribed just as I have done for you. 
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The thing worked like a charm, and she is now physically, 
and morally quite well." 

" I daresay her husband is a rich man," I said. 

" He is not as poor as your husband, at any rate/' Ernest 
replied. " But rich or poor, I am determined not to sit 
looking on while you exert yourself so far beyond your 
strength, just think, dear, suppose for fifty or a hundred or 
two hundred dollars a year you could buy a sweet, cheerful, 
quiet tone of mind, would you hesitate one moment to do 
so? And you can do it if you will. You are not ill- 
tempered but quick-tempered ; the irritability which annoys 
you so is a physical infirmity which will disappear the 
moment you cease to be goaded into it by that exacting 
mistress you have hitherto been to yourself." 

All this sounded very plausible while Ernest was talking, 
but the moment I got home I snatched up my work from 
mere force of habit. 

" I may as well finish this, as it is begun," I said to myself,, 
and the stitches flew from my needle like sparks of fire. 
Little Ernest came and begged for a story, but I put him off. 
Then Una wanted to sit in my lap, but I told her I was too 
busy. In the course of an hour the influence of the fresh 
air and of Ernest's talk had nearly lost its power over me; 
my thread kept breaking, the children leaned on and tired 
me, the baby woke up and cried, and I got all out of 
patience. 

" Do go away, Ernest," I said, " and let mamma have a 
little peace. Don't you see how busy I am ? Go and play 
with Una like a good boy." But he would not go, and 
kept teasing Una till she, too, began to cry, and she and 
baby made a regular concert of it. 

" Oh, dear ! " I sighed, " this work will never be done \ n 
and threw it down impatiently, and took the baby impa- 
tiently, and began to walk up and down with hinrimpatiently. 
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I was not willing that this little darling, whom I love so 
dearly, should get through with his nap, and interrupt my 
work ; yet I was displeased with myself, and tried by kissing 
him to make some amends for the hasty, unpleasant tones 
with which I had grieved him and frightened the other 
children. This evening Ernest came to me with a larger 
sum of money than he had ever given me at one time. 

" Now every cent of this is to be spent," he said, " in 
having work done. I know any number of poor women 
who will be thankful to have all you can give them." 

Dear me ! it is easy to talk, and I do feel grateful to 
Ernest for his thoughtfulness and kindness. But I am almost 
in rags, and need every cent of this money to make myself 
decent I am positively ashamed to go anywhere, my clothes 
are so shabby. Besides, supposing I leave off sewing and 
all sorts of over-doing of a kindred nature, I must nurse my 
baby, I suppose, and be up with him nights, and the others 
will have their cross days and their sick days, and father 
will have his. Alas, there can be for me no royal road to a 
" sweet, cheerful, quiet tone of mind ! " 

Jan. 1, 1844. — Mother says Ernest is entirely right 

in forbidding my working so hard. I must own that I 
already feel better. I have all the time I need to read my 
Bible, and to pray now, and the children do not irritate and 
annoy me as they did. Who knows but I shall yet become 
quite amiable ? 

Ernest made his father very happy to-day by telling him 
that the last of those wretched debts is paid. I think that 
he might have told me that this deliverance was at hand. I 
did not know but we had years of these struggles with 
poverty before us. What with the relief from this anxiety, 
my improved state of health, and father's pleasure, I am in 
splendid spirits to-day. Ernest, too, seems wonderfully 
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cheerful, and we both feel that we may now look forward to 
a quiet happiness we have never known. With such a 
husband and such children as mine, I ought to be the most 
grateful creature on earth. And I have dear mother and 
James besides. I don't quite know what to think about 
James's relation to Lucy. He is so brimful and running over 
with happiness that he is also full of fun and of love, and 
after all he may only like her as a cousin. 

Feb. 14. — Father has not been so well of late. It 

seems as if he kept up until he was relieved about those 
debts, and then sunk down. I read to him a good deal, and 
so does mother, but his mind is still dark, and he looks 
forward to the hour of death with painful misgivings. He is 
getting a little childish about my leaving him, and clings to 
me exactly as if I were his own child. Martha spends a 
good deal of time with him, and fusses over him in a way 
that I wonder she does not see is annoying to him. He 
wants to be read to, to hear a hymn sung or a verse repeated, 
and to be left otherwise in perfect quiet. But she is con- 
tinually pulling out and shaking up his pillows, bathing his 
head in hot vinegar, and soaking his feet. It looks so odd 
to see her in one of the elegant silk dresses old Mr. Under- 
bill makes her wear, with her sleeves rolled up, the skirt hid 
away under a large apron, rubbing away at poor father till it 
seems as if his tired soul would fly out of him. 

Feb. 20. — Father grows weaker every day. Ernest 

has sent for his other children, John and Helen. Martha is 
no longer able to come here ; her husband is very sick with 
a fever and cannot be left alone. No doubt he enjoys her 
bustling way of nursing, and likes to have his pillows pushed 
from under him every five minutes. I am afraid I feel glad 
that she is kept away, and that I have father all to myself. 
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Ernest never was so fond of me as he is now. I don't know 
what to make of it 



Feb. 22. — John and his wife and Helen have come. 

They stay at Martha's, where there is plenty of room. John's 
wife is a little soft dumpling of a thing, and looks up to him 
as a mouse would look up at a steeple. He strikes me as a 
very selfish man. He steers straight for the best seat, leaving 
her standing, if need be, accepts her humble attentions with 
the air of one collecting his just debts, and is continually 
snubbing and setting her right. Yet in some things he is 
very like Ernest, and perhaps a wife destitute of self-assertion 
and without much individuality would have spoiled him as 
Harriet has spoiled John. For I think it must be partly her 
fault that he dares to be so egotistical. Helen is the dearest, 
prettiest creature I ever saw. Oh, why would James take a 
fancy to Lucy ! I feel the new delight of having a sister to 
love and to admire. And she will love me, in time ;, I feel 
sure of it. 

March 1. — Father is very feeble and in great mental 

distress. He gropes about in the dark, and shudders at the 
approach of death. We can do nothing but pray for him. 
And the cloud will be lifted when he leaves this world, if not 
before. For I know he is a good, yes, a saintly man, dear 
to God and dear to Christ. 

March 4. — Dear father has gone. We were all 

kneeling and praying and weeping around him, when sud- 
denly he called me to come to him. I went and let him 
lean his head on my breast, as he loved to do. Sometimes 
I have stood so by the hour together ready to sink with 
fatigue, and onlv kept up with the thought that if this were 
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my own precious father's bruised head I could stand and 
hold it for ever. 

" Daughter Katherine," he said, in his faint, tremulous way, 
" you have come with me to the very brink of the river. I 
thank God for all your cheering words and ways. I thank 
God for giving you to be a helpmeet to my son. Farewell, 
now," he added in a low, firm voice, " I feel the bottom, and 
it is good ! " 

He lay back on his pillow, looking upward with an expres- 
sion of seraphic peace and joy on his worn, meagre face, and 
so his life passed gently away. 

Oh, the affluence of God's payments ! What a recom- 
pense for the poor love I had given my husband's father, 
and the poor little services I had rendered him ! Oh, that 
I had never been impatient with him, never smiled at his 
peculiarities, never in ray secret heart felt him unwelcome to 
my home ! And how wholly I. overlooked, in my blind 
selfishness, what he must have suffered in feeling himself 
homeless, dwelling with us on sufferance, but master and 
head nowhere on earth ! May God carry these lessons home 
to my heart of hearts, and make this cloud of mingled 
remorse and shame which now envelops me, to descend in 
showers of love and benediction on every human soul that 
mine can bless 1 



XX. 

' April. 

I HAVE had a new lesson which has almost broken my 
heart. In looking over his father's papers, Ernest 
found a little journal, brief in its records indeed, but 
we learn from it that on all those wedding and birth- 
days, when I fancied his austere religion made him hold 
aloof from our merry-making, he was spending the time in 
fasting and praying for us and for our children 1 Oh, 
shall I ever learn the sweet charity that thinketh no 
evil, and believeth all things 1 What blessings may not 
have descended upon us and our children through 
those prayers ! What evils may they not have warded 
off I Dear old father ! Oh, that I could once more put my 
loving arms about him and bid him welcome to our home ! 
And how gladly would I now confess to him alt my unjust 
judgments concerning him, and entreat his forgiveness ! 
Must life always go on thus ? Must I always be erring, 
ignorant, and blind? How I hate this arrogant sweeping 
past my brother man ; this utter ignoring of his hidden life 4 
I see now that it is well for mother that she did not come 
to live with me at the beginning of my married life. 
I should not have borne with her little peculiarities, nor 
have made her half so happy as I can now. I thank God 
that my varied disappointments and discomforts, my feeble 
health, my poverty, my mortifications have done me some 
little good, and driven me to Him a thousand times because 
I could not get along without His help. But I am not 
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satisfied with my state in His sight I am sure something 
is lacking, though I know not know what it is. 

May. — Helen is going to stay here and live with 

Martha. How glad, how enchanted I am old Mr. Under- 
hill is getting well; I saw him to-day. He can talk of 
nothing but his illness, of Martha's wonderful skill in. 
nursing him, declaring that he owes his life to her. I felt a 
little piqued at this speech, because Ernest was very atten; 
tive to him, and no doubt did his share towards the cure. 
We have fitted up father's room for a nursery. Hitherto all 
the children have had to sleep in our room, which has been 
bad for them and bad for us. I have been so afraid they 
would keep Ernest awake if they were unwell and restless. 
I have secured an excellent nurse, who is as fresh and 
as blooming as the flower whose name she bears. The 
children are already attached to her, and I feel that the 
worst of my life is now over. 

June. — Little Ernest was taken sick on the very day 

I wrote that. The attack was fearfully sudden and violent. 
He is still very, very ill. I have not forgotten that I said 
once that I would give my children to God should He ask 
for them. And I will. But, oh, this agony of suspense ! 
It eats into my soul and eats it away. Oh, my little Ernest ! 
My first-born son ! My pride, my joy, my hope 1 And I 
thought the worst of my life was over I 

August — We have come into the country with what 

God has left us, our two youngest children. Yes, I have 
tasted the bitter cup of bereavement, and drunk it down to 
its dregs. I gave my darling to God, I gave him, I gave 
him! But, oh, with what anguish I saw those round, 
dimpled limbs wither and waste away, the glad smile fade for 
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« 
ever from that beautiful face ! What a fearful thing it is to be 

a mother ! But I have given my child to God. I would 

not recall him if I could. I am thankful He has counted 

me worthy to present Him so costly a gift. 

I cannot shed a tear, and I must find relief in writing, or 
I shall lose my senses. My noble, beautiful boy ! My first- 
born son ! And to think that my delicate little Una still 
lives, and that death has claimed that bright, glad creature 
who was* the sunshine of our home ! 

But let me not forget my mercies. Let me riot forget that 
I have a precious husband and two darling children, and 
my kind, sympathizing mother still left to me. Let me not 
forget how many kind friends gathered about us in our 
sorrow. Above all let me remember God's loving-kindness 
and tender mercy. He has not left us to the bitterness 
of a grief that refuses and disdains to be comforted. We 
believe in Him, we love Him, we worship Him as we 
never did before. 

My dear Ernest has felt this sorrow to his heart's core. 
But he has not for one moment questioned the goodness or 
the love of our Father in thus taking from us the child who 
promised to be our greatest earthly joy. Our consent to 
God's will has drawn us together very closely; together 
we bear the yoke in our youth, together we pray and sing 
praises in the very midst of our tears. " I was dumb with 
silence because Thou didst it." 

Sept. — The old pain and cough have come back 

with the first cool nights of this month. Perhaps I am 
going to my darling — I do not know. I am certainly very 
feeble. Consenting to suffer does not annul the suffering. 
Such a child could not go hence without rending and tear- 
ing its way out of the heart that loved it. This world is 
wholly changed to me, and I walk in it like one in a dream. 
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And dear Ernest is changed, too. He says little, and is all 
kindness and goodness to me, but I can see that here is a 
wound that will never be healed. 

I am confined to my room now with nothing to do but to 
think, think, think. I do not believe that God has taken 
our child in mere displeasure, but I cannot but feel that this 
affliction might not have been necessary if I had not so 
chafed and writhed, and secretly repined at the way in 
which my home was invaded, and at our galling poverty. 
God has exchanged the one discipline for the other ; and, 
oh, how far more bitter is this cup ! 

Oct 4. — My darling boy would have been six year s 

old to-day. Ernest still keeps me shut up, but he rather 
urges my seeing a friend now and then* People say very 
strange things in the way of consolation. I begin to think 
that a tender clasp of the hand is about all one can give to 
the afflicted. One says I must not grieve, because my child 
is better off in heaven. Yes, he is better off; I know it, I 
feel it, but I miss him none the less. Others say he might 
have grown up to be a bad man and broken my heart 
Perhaps he might, but I cannot make myself believe that 
likely. One lady asked me if this affliction was not a 
rebuke of my idolatry of my darling ; and another, if I had 
riot been in a cold, worldly state, needing this severe blow 
on that account. 

But I find no consolation or support in these remarks. 
My comfort is in my perfect faith in the goodness and love 
of my Father, my certainty that He had a reason in thus 
afflicting me that I should admire and adore if I knew what 
it was. And in the midst of my sorrow I have had, and do 
have a delight in Him hitherto unknown, so that sometimes 
this room in which I am a prisoner seems like the very gate 
Of heaven. 
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May. — A long winter in my room, and all sorts of 

painful remedies and appliances and deprivations. And 
now I am getting well, and drive out every day. Martha 
sends her carriage, and mother goes with me. Dear mother ! 
How nearly perfect she is ! I never saw a sweeter face, nor 
ever heard sweeter expressions of faith in God, and love to 
all about her, than hers. She has been my tower of strength 
all through these weary months, and yet she has shared my 
sorrow and made it her own. 

I can see that dear Ernest's affliction and this prolonged 
anxiety about me have been a heavenly benediction to him. 
I am sure that every mother whose sick child he visits, will 
have a sympathy he could not have given while all our own 
little ones were alive and well. I thank God that He has 
thus increased my dear husband's usefulness, as I think 
that he has mine also. How tenderly I already feel towards 
all suffering children, and how easy it will be now to be 
patient with them. 

Keene, N. H.,////y 12.— It is a year ago this day that 
the brightest sunshine faded out of our lives, and our beau- 
tiful boy was taken from us. I have been tempted to spend 
this anniversary in bitter tears and lamentations. For, oh, 
this sorrow is not healed by time ! I feel it more and more. 
But I begged God when I first awoke this morning not to 
let me so dishonour and grieve Him. I may suffer, I must 
suffer, He means it, He wills it, but let it be without repin- 
ing,' without gloomy despondency. The world is full of sor- 
row \ it is not I alone who taste its bitter draughts, nor have 
I the only right to a sad countenance. Oh, for patience to 
bear on, cost what it may ! 

"Cheerfully and gratefully I lay myself, and all I 
am or own, at the feet of Him who redeemed me with 
His precious blood, engaging to follow Him; bearing 



224 Stepping Heavenward. 

the cross He lays upon me." This is the least I can 
do, and I do it, while my heart lies broken and bleed- 
ing at His feet. 

My dear little Una has improved somewhat in health, 
but I am never free from anxiety about her. She is my 
milk-white lamb, my dove, my fragrant flower. One cannot 
look in her pure face without a sense of peace and rest 
She is the sentinel who voluntarily guards my door, when 
I am engaged at my devotions ; she is my little comforter 
when I am sad ; my companion and friend at all times. I 
talk to her of Christ, and always have done, just as I think 
of Him, and as if I expected sympathy from her in my love 
to Him. It was the same with my darling Ernest If I 
required a little self-denial, I said, cheerfully, " This is hard, 
but doing it for our best Friend, sweetens it," and their ala- 
crity was pleasant to see. Ernest threw his whole soul into 
whatever he did, and sometimes when engaged in play would 
hesitate a little when directed to do something else, such as 
carrying a message for me, and the like. But if I said, " If 
you do this cheerfully and pleasantly, my darling, you do it 
for Jesus, and that will make Him smile upon you," he would 
invariably yield at once. 

Is not this the true, the natural way of linking every little 
daily act of a child's life with that Divine Love, that Divine 
Life which gives meaning to all things ? 

But what do I mean by the vain boast that I have always 
trained my children thus? Alas! I have done it only at 
times ; for while my theory was sound, my temper of mind 
was but too often unsound. I was often and often impatient 
with my dear little boy ; often my tone was a worldly one ; 
I was often full of eager interest in mere outside things, and 
forgot that I was living or that my children were living save 
for the present moment. 

It seems now that I have a child in heaven, and am bound 
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to the invisible world by such a tie, that I can never again 
be entirely absorbed by this. 

I fancy my ardent, eager little boy as having some such 
employments in his new and happy home as he had here. 
I see him loving Him who took children in His arms and 
blessed them, with all the warmth of which his nature is 
capable, and as perhaps employed as one of those messen- 
gers whom God sends forth as His ministers. For I cannot 
think of those active feet, those busy hands, as always quiet. 
Ah, my darling, that I could look in upon you for a mo- 
ment, a single moment, and catch one of your radiant 
smiles : just one 1 

August 4. — How full are David's Psalms of the cry 

of the sufferer ! He must have experienced every kind of 
bodily and mental torture. He gives most vivid illustrations 
of the wasting, wearing process of disease — for instance, 
what a contrast is the picture we have of him when he was 
" ruddy, and withal of a beautiful countenance, and goodly 
to look to," and the one he paints of himself in after years, 
when he says, "I may tell all my bones, they look and 
stare upon me ; my days are like a shadow that declineth, 
and I am withered like grass. I am weary with groaning ; 
all the night make I my bed to swim ; I water my couch 
with my tears. For my soul is full of troubles; and my 
life draweth nigh unto the grave." 

And then what wails of anguish are these I 

."I am afflicted, and ready to die from my youth up; 
while I suffer thy terrors, I am distracted. Thy wrath lieth 
hard upon me, and thou hast afflicted me with all thy waves. 
All thy waves and thy billows have gone over me. Lover 
and friend hast thou put far from me, and mine acquaintance 
into utter darkness." 

Yet through it all what grateful joy in God, what ex- 

Q 
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pressions of living faith and devotion ! During my long 
illness and confinement to my room, the Bible has been 
almost a new book to me, and I see that God has always 
dealt with his children as he deals with them now, and that 
no new thing has befallen me. All these weary days so full 
of languor, these nights so full of unrest, have had their 
appointed mission to my soul. And perhaps I have had no 
discipline so salutary as this forced inaction and uselessness, 
at a time when youth and natural energy continually cried 
out for room and work. 

-August 15. — I dragged out my drawing materials 



in a listless way this morning, and began to sketch the 
beautiful scene from my window. At first I could not feel 
interested. It seemed as if my hand was crippled and lost 
its cunning when it unloosed it grasp of little Ernest, and 
let him go. But I prayed, as I worked, that I might not 
yield to the inclination to despise and throw away the gift 
with which God has Himself endowed me. Mother was 
gratified, and said it rested her to see me act like myself 
once more. Ah, I have been very selfish, and have been 
far too much absorbed with my sorrow and my illness and 
my own petty struggles. 

■ August 19. — I met to-day an old friend, Maria 

Kelly, who is married, it seems, and settled down in this 
pretty village. She asked so many questions about my 
little Ernest that I had to tell her the whole story of his 
precious life, sickness, and death. I forced myself to do 
this quietly, and without any great demand on her sympa- 
thies. My reward for the constraint I thus put upon 
myself was the abrupt question : 

" Haven't you grown stoical ? " 
, I felt the angry blood rush through my veins as it has 
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not done in a long time. My pride was wounded to the 
quick, and those cruel, unjust words still rankle in my 
heart. This is not as it should be. I am constantly 
praying that my pride may be humbled, and then when it is 
attacked, I shrink from the pain the blow causes, and am 
angry with the hand that inflicts it. It is just so with two 
or three unkind things Martha has said to me. I can't help 
brooding over them and feeling stung with their injustice, 
even while making the most desperate struggle to rise 
above and forget them. It is well for our fellow-creatures 
that God forgives and excuses them, when we fail to do it, 
and I can easily fancy that poor Maria Kelly is at this 
moment dearer in His sight than I am who have taken fire 
at a chance word. And I can see now, what I wonder I 
did not see at the time, that God was dealing very kindly 
and wisely with me when he made Martha overlook my 
good qualities, of which I suppose I have some, as every- 
body else has, and call out all my bad ones, since the axe 
was thus laid at the root of self-love. And it is plain that 
self-love cannot die without a fearful struggle. 

May 26, 1846. — How long it is since I have 

written in my journal ! We have had a winter full of cares, 
perplexities, and sicknesses. Mother began it by such a 
severe attack of inflammatory rheumatism as I could not 
have supposed she could live through. Her sufferings were 
dreadful, and I might also say her patience was, for I often 
thought it would be less painful to hear her groan and com- 
plain, than to witness such heroic fortitude, such sweet 
docility under God's hand. I hope I shall never forget the 
lessons 1 have learned in her sick-room. Ernest says he 
never shall cease to rejoice that she lives with us, and that 
he can watch over her health. He has indeed been like a 
son to her, and this has been a great solace amid all her 
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sufferings. Before she was able to leave her room, poor 
little Una was prostrated by one of her ill turns, and is still 
very feeble. The only way in which she can be diverted is by 
reading to her, and I have done little else these two months 
but hold her in my arms, singing little songs and hymns, 
telling stories and reading what few books I can find that 
are unexciting, simple, yet entertaining. My precious little 
darling ! She bears the yoke in her youth without a frown, 
but it is agonizing to see her suffer so. How much easier 
it would be to bear all her physical infirmities myself! i 
suppose to those who look on from the outside, we must 
appear like a most unhappy family, since we hardly get free 
from one trouble before another steps in. But I see more 
and more that happiness is not dependent on health or any 
other outside prosperity. We are at peace with each other 
and at peace with God; His dealings with us do not 
perplex or puzzle us, though we do not pretend to under- 
stand them. On the other hand, Martha, with absolutely 
perfect health, with a husband entirely devoted to her, and 
with every wish gratified, yet seems always careworn and 
dissatisfied. Her servants worry her very life out; she 
misses the homely household duties to which she has been 
accustomed ; and her conscience stumbles at little things, 
and overlooks greater ones. It is very interesting, I think, 
to study different homes, as well as the different characters 
that form them. 

Amelia's little girls are quiet, good children, to whom 
their father writes what Mr. Underhill and Martha pro- 
nounce " beautiful " letters, wherein he always styles himself 
their " broken-hearted but devoted father." " Devotion," 
to my mind, involves self-sacrifice, and I cannot reconcile 
its use, in this case, with the life of ease he leads, while all 
the care of his children is thrown upon others. But some 
people, by means of a few such phrases, not only impose 
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upon themselves but upon their friends, and pass for 
persons of great sensibility. 

As I have been confined to the house nearly the whole 
winter, I have had to derive my spiritual support from 
books, and as mother gradually reepvered, she enjoyed 
Leighton with me, as I knew she would. Dr. Cabot comes 
to see us very often, but I do not now find it possible to get 
the instruction from him I used to do. I see that the 
Christian life must be individual, as the natural character is 
— and that I cannot be exactly like Dr. Cabot, or exactly 
like Mrs. Campbell, or exactly like mother, though they all 
three stimulate and are an inspiration to me. But I see, 
too, that the great points of similarity in Christ's disciples 
have always been the same. This is the testimony of all 
the good books, sermons,* hymns, and memoirs I read — 
that God's ways are infinitely perfect ; that we are to love 
Him for what He is, and therefore equally as much when Ho 
afflicts us as when He prospers us ; that there is no reu: 
happiness but in doing and suffering His will, and that this 
life is but a scene of probation through which we pass to 
the real life above. 



CHAPTER XXI. 

May 30. 

ERNEST asked me to go with him to see one of his 
patients, as he often does when there is a lull in the 
tempest at home. We both feel that as we have so little 
money of our own to give away, it is a privilege to give 
what services and what cheering words we can. As I took 
it for granted that we were going to see some poor old 
woman, I put up several little packages of tea and sugar, 
with which Susan Green always keeps me supplied, and 
added a bottle of my own raspberry vinegar, which never 
comes amiss, I find, to old people. Ernest drove to the 
door of an aristocratic-looking house, and helped me to 
alight in his usual silence. 

" It is probably one of the servants we are going to visit,**' 
I thought within myself; "but I am surprised at his 
bringing me. The family may not approve it." 

The next thing I knew I found myself being introduced 
to a beautiful, brilliant young lady, who sat in a wheel 
chair, like a queen on a throne, in a room full of tasteful 
ornaments, flowers, and birds. Now I had come away just 
as I was, when Ernest called me, and that " was " means a 
very plain gingham dress wherein I had been darning 
stockings all the morning. I suppose a saint wouldn't 
have cared for that, but / did, and for a moment stood the 
picture of confusion, my hands full of oddly shaped parcels, 
and my face all in a flame. 

" My wife, Miss Clifford," I heard Ernest say, and then 
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I caught the curious, puzzled look in her eyes, which said 
as plainly as words could do : 

" What has the creature brought me ? " 

" I ask your pardon, Miss Clifford," I said, thinking it 
best just to speak out the honest truth, " but I supposed the 
doctor was taking me to see some one of his old women, 
and so I have brought you a little tea, and a little sugar 
and a bottle of raspberry vinegar ! " 

" How delicious ! " cried she. " It really rests me to meet 
with a genuine human being at last ! Why didn't you make 
some stiff, prim speech, instead of telling the truth out and 
out ? I declare I mean to keep all you have brought me, 
just for the fun of the thing." 

This put me at ease, and I forgot all about my dress in a 
moment. 

" I see you are just what the doctor boasted you were," she 
went on. " But he never would bring you to see me before. 
I suppose he has told you why I could not go to see you ? " 

" To tell the truth, he never speaks to me of his patients 
unless he thinks I can be of use to them/' 

" I daresay I do not look much like an invalid," said 
she ; " but here I am, tied to this chair. It is six months 
since I could bear my own weight upon my feet." 

I saw then that though her face was so bright and full of 
colour, her hand was thin and transparent. But what a pic- 
ture she made as she sat there in her magnificent beauty, 
relieved by such a back-ground of foliage, flowers, and 
artistic objects ! 

" I told the doctor the other day that life was nothing 
but a humbug, and he said he should bring me a remedy 
against that false notion the next time he came, and you, I 
suppose, are that remedy," she continued. " Come, begin; 
I am ready to take any number of doses." 

I could only laugh and try to look daggers at Ernest) 
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who sat looking over a magazine, apparently absorbed in 
its contents. 

" Ah ! " she cried, nodding her head sagaciously, " I knew 
you would agree with me." 

" Agree with you in calling life a humbug ! " I cried, now 
fairly aroused. " Death itself is not more a reality ! " 

" I have not tried death yet," she said, more seriously, 
" but I have tried life twenty-five years, and I know all 
about it. It is eat, drink, sleep, and be bored. It is what 
shall I wear, where shall I go, how shall I get rid of the 
time; it says, 'How do you do? how is your husband? 
how are your children ? ' — it means, ' Now I have asked all 
the conventional questions, and I don't care a fig what their 
answer may be.' " 

" This may be its meaning to some persons," I replied, 
" for instance, to mere pleasure-seekers. But of course it is 
interpreted quite differently by others. To some it means 
nothing but a dull, hopeless struggle with poverty and 
hardship — and its whole aspect might be changed to them, 
should those who do not know what to do to get rid of the 
time, spend their surplus leisure in making this struggle less 
brutalizing." J 

"Yes, I have heard such doctrine, and at one time I tried 
charity myself. I picked up a dozen or so of dirty little 
wretches out of the streets, and undertook to clothe and 
teach them. I might as well have tried to instruct the 
chairs in my room. Besides, the whole house had to be 
aired after they had gone, and mamma missed two tea-spoons 
and a fork, and was perfectly disgusted with the whole thing. 
Then I fell to knitting socks for babies, but they only oc- 
cupied my hands, and my head felt as empty as ever. 
Mamma took me off on a journey, as she always did when 
I took to moping, and that diverted me for awhile. But 
after that, everything went on in the old way. I got rid of 
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part of the day by changing my dress, and putting on my 
pretty things — it is a great thing to have a habit of wearing 
one's ornaments, for instance ; and then in the evening one 
could go to the opera, or tjie theatre, or some other place 
of amusement, after which one could sleep all through the 
next morning, and so get rid of that. But I had been used 
to such things all my life, and they had got to be about as 
flat as flat can be. If I had been born a little earlier in 
the history of the world, I would have gone into a convent ; 
but that sort of thing is out of fashion now." 

" The best convent," I said, " for a woman, is the seclu- 
sion of her own home. There she may find her vocation 
and fight her battles, and there she may learn the reality 
and the earnestness of life." 

" Pahaw ! " cried she. " Excuse me, however, for saying 
that; but some of the most brilliant girls I know have 
settled down into mere married women, and spend their 
whole time in nursing babies ! Think how belittling ! " 

"Is it more so than spending it in dressing, driving, 
dancing, and the like ? " 

" Of course it is. I had a friend once who shone like a 
• star in society. She married, and had four children as fast 
as she could. Well ! what was the consequence ? She lost 
her beauty, lost her spirit and animation, lost her youth, 
and lost her health. The only earthly things she can talk 
about are teething, dieting, and the measles I " 

I laughed at this exaggeration, and looked round to see 
what Ernest thought of such talk. But he had disappeared, 

" As you have spoken plainly to me, knowing me to be a 
wife and a mother, you must allow me to speak plainly in 
return, I began. 

" Oh, speak plainly, by all means 1 I am quite sick and 
tired of having truth served in pink cotton, and scented 
urith lavender." 
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" Then you will permit me to say that when you speak 
contemptuously of the vocation of maternity, you dishonour, 
not only the mother who bore you, but the Lord Jesus 
Himself, who chose to be born of woman, and to be minis- 
tered unto by her through a helpless infancy." 

Miss Clifford was a little startled. 

" How terribly in earnest you are ! " she said. " It is 
plain that to you, at any rate, life is indeed no humbug." 

I thought of my dear ones, of Ernest, of my children, of 
mother and of James, and I thought of my love to them 
and of their's to me. And I thought of Him who alone 
gives reality to even such joys as these. My face must have 
been illuminated by the thought, for she dropped the 
bantering tone she had used hitherto, and asked, with real 
earnestness : 

" What is it you know, and that I do not know, that 
makes you so satisfied, while I am so dissatisfied?" 

I hesitated before I answered, feeling, as I never felt be- 
fore, how ignorant, how really unfit to lead others I am. 
Then I said : 

" Perhaps you need to know God, to know Christ ? " 

She looked disappointed and tired. So I came away,* 
first promising, at her request, to go to see her again. I 
found. Ernest driving up, and told him what had passed, He 
listened in his usual silence, and I longed to have him say 
whether I had spoken wisely and well. 

June i. — I have been to see Miss Clifford again, 

and made mother go with me. Miss Clifford took a fancy 
to her at once. 

" Ah ! " she said, after one glance at the dear, loving face, 
" nobody need tell me that you are good and kind. But I 
am a little afraid of good people. I fancy they are always 
criticising me and expecting me to imitate their perfection." 
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"Perfection does not exact perfection," was mother's 
answer. " I would rather be judged by an angel than by a 
man." And then mother led her on, little by little, and 
most adroitly, to talk of herself, and of her state of health. 
She is an orphan, and lives in this great, stately house alone 
with her servants. Until she was laid aside by the state of 
her health, she lived in the world and of it. Now she is a 
prisoner, and prisoners have time to think. 

" Here I sit," she said, " all day long. I never was fond 
of staying at home, or of reading, and needle-work 1 
absolutely hate. In fact, I do not know how to sew." 

" Some such pretty, feminine work might beguile you 
of a few of the long hours of these long days," said mother. 
" One can't be always reading." 

" But a lady came to see me, a Mrs. Goodhue, one of 
your good sort, I suppose, and she preached me quite a 
sermon on the employment of time. She said I had a 
solemn admonition of Providence and ought to devote 
myself entirely to religion. I had just begun to be in- 
terested in a bit of embroidery, but she frightened me out 
of it. But I can't bear such dreadfully good people, with 
faces a mile long." 

Mother made her produce the collar, or whatever it was, 
showed her how to hold the needle and arrange her 
pattern, and they both got so absorbed in it that I had 
leisure to look at some of the beautiful things with which 
the room was filled. 

" Make the object of your life right," I heard mother 
say, at last, "and these little details will take care ot 
themselves." 

''But I haven't any object," Miss Clifford objected, 
" unless it is to get through these tedious days, somehow. 
Before I was taken ill, my chief object was to make myself • 
attractive to the people I met. And the easiest way to <is> 
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that was to dress becomingly and make myself look as 
well as I could." 

" I suppose," said mother, " that most girls could say the 
same. They have an instinctive desire to please, and they 
take what they conceive to be the shortest and easiest road 
to that end. It requires no talent, no education, no thought 
to dress tastefully ; the most empty-hearted, frivolous young 
person can do it, provided she has money enough. Those 
who can't get the money make up for it by a fearful expen- 
diture of precious time. They plan, they cut, they fit, they 
rip, they trim, till they can appear in society looking exactly 
like everybody else. They think of nothing, talk of 
nothing, but how this shall be fashioned, and that be 
trimmed ; and as to their hair, Satan uses it as his 
favourite net, and catches them in it every day of their 
lives." 

" But I never cut or trimmed," said Miss Clifford. 

" No, because you could afford to have it done for you. 
But you acknowledge that you spent a great deal of time in 
dressing because you thought that the easiest way is the best 
way, and sometimes the longest way round is the shortest 
way home." 

" For instance ? " 

" Well, let us imagine a young lady, living in the world 
as you say you lived. She has never seriously reflected on 
any subject one half-hour in her life. She has been borne 
on by the current, and let it take her where it would. But 
at last some influence is brought to bear upon her which 
leads her to stop to look about her and to think. She finds 
herself in a world of serious, momentous events. She sees 
that she cannot live in it, was not meant to live in it for ever, 
and that her whole unknown future depends on what she is, 
not on how she looks. She begins to cast about for some 
plan of life, and this leads " 
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" A plan of life ? " Miss Clifford interrupted. " I never 
heard of such a thing." 

" Yet you would smile at an architect, who, having a noble 
structure to build, should begin to work on it in a hap-hazard 
way, putting in a brick here and a stone there, weaving in 
straws and sticks if they came to hand, and when asked on 
what work he was engaged, and what manner of building he 
intended to erect, should reply he had no plan, but thought 
something would come of it." 

Miss Clifford made no reply. She sat with her head resting 
on her hand, looking dreamily before her, a truly beautiful, 
but unconscious picture. I, too, began to reflect, that while 
I had really aimed to make the most out of life, I had not 
done it methodically or intelligently. 

We are going to try to stay in town this summer. Hitherto 
Ernest would not listen to my suggestion of what an 
economy this would be. He always said this would turn 
out anything but an economy in the end. But now we have 
no teething baby ; little Raymond is a strong, healthy child, 
and Una remarkably well for her, and money is so slow to 
come in and so fast to go out. What discomforts we suffer 
in the country it would take a book to write down, and here 
we shall have our own home, as usual. I shall not have to 
be separated from Ernest, and shall have leisure to devote 
to two very interesting people who must stay in town all the 
year round, no matter who goes out of it. I mean de-^r Mrs. 
Campbell and Miss Clifford, who bctfi attract me, tuough 
in such different ways. 



XXII. 



October, 



WELL, I had my own way, and I am afraid it has been 
an unwise one. For though I have enjoyed the 
leisure afforded by everybody being out of town, and the 
opportunity it has given me to devote myself to the very 
sweetest work on earth, the care of my darling little ones, 
the heat and the stifling atmosphere have been trying for 
me and for them. My pretty Rose went last May, to bloom 
in a home of her own, so I thought I would not look for a 
nurse, but take the whole care of them myself. This would 
not be much of a task to a strong person, but I am not 
strong, and a great deal of the time just dressing them and 
taking them out to walk has exhausted me. Then all the 
mending and other sewing must be done, and with the over- 
exertion creeps in the fretful tone, the impatient word. Yet 
I never can be as impatient with little children as I should 
be, but for the remembrance that I should count it only a 
joy to minister once more to my darling boy, cost what 
weariness it might. 

But now new cares are at hand, and I have been 
searching for a person to whom I can safely trust my children 
when I am laid aside. Thus far I have had, in this capacity, 
three different Temptations in human form. 

The first, a smart, tidy-looking woman, infonned me at 
the outset that she was perfectly competent to take the whole 
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charge of the children, and should prefer my attending to 
my own affairs while she attended to hers. 

I replied that my affairs lay chiefly in caring for and being 
with my children ; to which she returned that she feared I 
should not suit her, as she had her own views concerning 
the training of children. She added, with condescension, 
that at all events she should expect, in any case of difference 
(of judgment) between us, that I, being the younger and 
least experienced of the two, should always yield to her. 
She then went on to give me her views on the subject of 
nursery management. 

"In the first place," she said, "I never pet or fondle 
children. It makes them babyish and sickly." 

" Oh, I see you will not suit me," I cried. " You need 
go no further. I consider love the best educator for a little 
child." 

" Indeed, I think I shall suit you perfectly," she replied, 
nothing daunted. " I have been in the business twenty 
years, and have always suited, wherever I lived. You will 
be surprised to see how much sewing I shall accomplish, 
and how quiet I shall keep the children." 

" But I don't want them kept quiet," I persisted. " I 
want them to be as merry and cheerful as crickets, and 
I care a great deal more to have them amused than to have 
the sewing done, though that is important, I confess." 

" Very well, ma'am, I will sit and rock them by the hour 
if you wish it." 

" But I don't wish it," I cried, exasperated at the coolness 
which gave her such an advantage over me. " Let us say 
no more about it ; you do not suit me, and the sooner we 
part the better. I must be mistress of my own house, and 
I want no advice in relation to my children." 

" I shall hardly leave you before you will regret parting 
with me," she returned, in a placid, pitying way. 



1 
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I was afraid I had not been quite dignified in my interview 
with this person, with whom I ought to have had no discus- 
sion, and my equanimity was not restored by her shaking 
hands with me in a patronising way at parting, and expressing 
the hope that I should one day " be a green tree in the 
Paradise of God." Nor was it any too great a consolation 
to find that she had suggested to my cook that my intellect 
was not quite sound, 

Tiemptation the second, confessed that she knew nothing, 
but was willing to be taught. Yes, she might be willing, but 
she could not be taught. She could not see why Herbert 
should not have everything he chose to cry for, nor why she 
should not take the children to the kitchens where her 
friends abode, instead of keeping them out in the air. She 
could not understand why she must not tell Una every half- 
hour that she was as fair as a lily, and that the little angels 
in heaven cried for such hair as hers. And there was no 
rhyme or reason, to her mind, why she could not have her 
friends visit in her nursery, since, as she declared, the cook 
would hear all her secrets if she received them in the kitchen. 
Her assurance that she thought me a very nice lady, and 
that there never were two such children as mine, failed to 
move my hard heart, and I was thankful when I got her out 
of the house. 

Temptation the third, appeared, for a time, the perfection 
of a nurse. She kept herself and the nursery and the 
children in most refreshing order ; she amused Una when she 
was more than usually unwell, with a perfect fund of inno- 
cent stories ; the work flew from her nimble fingers as if by 
magic. I boasted everywhere of my good luck, and sang 
her praises in Ernest's ears till he believed in her with all 
his heart. But one night we were out late ; we had been 
spending the evening at aunty's, and came in with Ernest's 
night key as quietly as possible, in order not to arouse the 
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children. I stole softly to the nursery to see if all was going 
on well there. Bridget, it seems, had taken the opportunity 
to wash her clothes in the nursery, and they hung all about 
the room drying, a hot fire raging for the purpose. In the 
midst of them, with a candle and prayer-book on a chair, 
Bridget knelt fast asleep : the candle within an inch of her 
sleeve. Her assurance when I aroused her that she was not 
asleep, but merely rapt in devotion, did not soften my hard 
heart, nor was I moved by the representation that she was a 
saint, and always wore black on that account I packed her 
off in anything but a saintly frame, and felt that a fourth 
Temptation would scatter what little grace I possessed to the 
four winds. These changes upstairs made discord, too, 
below. My cook wa* displeased at so much coming and 
going, and made the kitchen a sort of a purgatory which I 
dreaded to enter. At last, when her temper fairly ran away 
with her, and she became impertinent to the last degree, I 
said, coolly : 

" If any lady should speak to me in this way I should 
resent it. But no lady would so far forget herself. And I 
overlook your rudeness on the ground that you do not know 
better than to make use of such expressions." 

This capped the climax ! She declared that she had never 
been told before that she was no lady and did not know how 
to behave, and gave warning at once. 

I wish I could help running to tell Ernest all these annoy- 
ances. It does no good, and only worries him. But how 
much of a woman's life is made up of such trials and provo- 
cations 1 and how easy it is when on one's knees to bear 
them aright, and how far easier to bear them wrong when 
one finds the coal going too fast, the butter out just as one 
is sitting down to breakfast, the potatoes watery and the 
bread sour, or heavy ! And then, when one is well-nigh 
desperate, does one's husband fail to say, in bland tones ; 



244 Stepping Heavenward. 

ness. Then worldly cares seem mere worldly cares, and I 
forget that His wise, kind hand is in every one of them, 

February. — Helen has been spending the whole day 

with me, as she often does, helping me with her skilful needle, 
and with the children, in a very sweet way. I am almost 
ashamed to indulge in writing down how dearly she seems 
to love me, and how disposed she is to sit at my feet as a 
learner at the very moment I am longing to possess he? sweet, 
gentle temper. But one thing puzzles me in her, and that 
is the difficulty she finds in getting hold of those simple 
truths her father used to grope after but never found till just 
as he was passing out of the world. It seems as if God 
compensated such turbulent, fiery natures as mine by reveal- 
ing Himself to them, for the terrible hours of shame and 
sorrow through which their sins and follies cause them to 
pass. I suffer far more than Helen does, suffer bitterly, 
painfully, but I enjoy tenfold more. For I know whom I 
have believed, and I cannot doubt that I am truly united tQ 
Him. Helen is naturally very reserved, but by degrees she 
has come to talk with me quite frankly. To-day, as we sat 
together in the nursery, little Raymond snatched a toy from 
Una, who, as usual, yielded to him without a frown. I called 
him to me ; he came reluctantly. 

" Raymond dear," I said, "did you ever see papa snatch 
anything from me ? " 

He smiled, and shook his head. 

"Well, then, until you see him do it to me, never 
do it to your sister. Men are gentle and polite to women, 
and little boys should be gentle and polite to little 
girls." 

The children ran off to their play, and Helen said : 

" Now, how different that is from my mother's management 
with us 1 She always made us girls yield to the boys. They 
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would not have thought they could go up to bed unless one 
of us got axandle for them." 

" That, I suppose, is the reason that Ernest expected me 
to wait upon him after we were married," I replied. " I was 
a little stiff about yielding to him, for besides mother's pre- 
cepts, I was influenced by my father's example. He was so 
courteous, treating her with as much respect as if she were 
a queen, and yet with as much love as if she were always a 
girL I naturally expected the like from my husband." 

" You must have been disappointed then," she said. 

,c Yes, I was. It cost me a good many pouts and tears of 
which I am now ashamed. And Ernest seldom annoys 
me now with the little neglects that I used to make so 
much of." 

"Sometimes I think there are no ' little ' neglects," said 
Helen. " It takes less than nothing to annoy us." 

u And it takes more than everything to please us ! " I cried* 
u But Ernest and I had one stronghold to which wc always 
fled in our troublous times, and that was our love for each 
other. No matter how he provoked me by his little heedless 
ways, I Jiad to forgive him because I loved him so. And he 
had to forgive me my faults for the same reason." 

" I had no idea husbands and wives loved each other so/' 
said Helen. " I thought they got over it as soon as their 
cares and troubles came on, and just jogged on together 
somehow." 

•We both laughed, and then she went on : 

u If I thought I should be as happy as you are, I should 
be. tempted to be married myself." 

"Ah, I thought your time would come ! " I cried. 

" Don't ask me any questions," she said, her pretty face 
growing prettier with a bright, warm glow. " Give me advice 
instead ; for instance, tell me how I can be sure thp.t if I 
love a man I shall go on loving him through all the wear 
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and tear of married life, and how can I be sure he can and 
will go on loving me ? " 

" Well, then, setting aside the fact that you are both lov- 
able and loving, I will say this : Happiness, in other words, 
love, in married life is not a mere accident When the union 
has been formed, as most Christian unions are, by God him- 
self, it is His intention and His will that it shall prove the 
unspeakable joy of both husband and wife, and become more 
and more so from year to year. But we are imperfect crea- 
tures, wayward and foolish as little children, horribly un- 
reasonable, selfish and wilful. We are not capable of enduring 
the shock of finding at every turn that our idol is made of 
clay, and that it is prone to tumble off its pedestal and lie in 
the dust, till we pick it up and set it in its place again. I 
was struck with Ernest's asking, in the very first prayer he 
offered in my presence, after our marriage, that God would 
help us love each other ; I felt that love was the very founda- 
tion on which I was built, and that there was no danger that 
I should ever fall short in giving to my husband all he wanted 
in full measure. But as he went on day after day repeating 
this prayer, and I naturally made it with him, I came to see 
that this most precious of earthly blessings had been and 
must be God's gift, and that while we both looked at it in 
that light, and felt our dependence on Him for it, we might 
safely encounter together all the assaults made upon us by 
the world, the flesh, and the devil. I believe we owe it to 
this constant prayer that we have loved each other so uni- 
formly and with such growing comfort in each other ; so that 
our little discords always have ended in fresh accord, and our 
love has felt conscious of resting on a rock— and that that 
rock was the will of God." 

" It is plain, then," said Helen, "that you and Ernest are 
sure of one source of happiness as long as you live, whatever 
vicissitudes you may meet with. I thank 1 you so much for 
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what you have said. The fact is, you have been brought up 
to carry religion into everything. But I was not. My 
mother was as good as she was lovely, but I think she felt, 
and taught us to feel, that we were to put it on as we did 
our Sunday clothes, and to wear it, as we did them, carefully 
and reverently, but with pretty long, grave faces. But you 
mix everything up so, that when I am with you I never 
know whether you are most like or most unlike other people. 
And your mother is just so." 

" But you forget that it is to Ernest I owe my best ideas 
about married life ; I don't remember ever talking with my 
mother t>r- anyone else on the subject. And as to carrying 
religion into everything, how can one help it if one's religion 
is a vital part of one's self, not a cloak put on to go to church 
in and hang up out of the way against next Sunday ? " 

Helen laughed. She has the merriest, yet gentlest little 
laugh one can imagine. I long to know who it is that has 
been so fortunate as to touch her heart I 

March. — I know now, and glad I am. The sly little 

puss is purring at this moment in James's arms ; at least I 
suppose she is, as I have discreetly come up to my room and 
left them to themselves. So it seems I have had all these 
worries about Lucy for naught. What made her so fond of 
James was simply the fact that a friend of his had looked on 
her with a favourable eye, regarding her as a very proper 
mother for four or five children who are in need of a shep- 
herd. Yes, Lucy is going to marry a man so much older 
than herself, that on a pinch he might have been her father. 
She does it from a sense of duty, she says ; and to a nature 
like hers duty may perhaps suffice, and no cry of the heart have 
to be stifled in its performance. We are all so happy in the 
happiness of James and Helen that we are not in the mood 
to criticise Lucy's decision. I have a strange and most 
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absurd envy when I think what a good time they are having 
at this moment downstairs, while I sit heie alone, vainly 
wishing I could see more of Ernest. Just as if my happi- 
ness were not a deeper, more blessed one than theirs, which 
must be purged of much dross before it will prove itself to 
be like fine gold. Yes, I suppose I am as happy in my dear, 
precious husband and children as a wife and mother can be 
in a fallen world, which must not be a real heaven lest we 
should love the land we journey through so well as to want 
to pitch our tents in it for ever, and cease to look and long 
for the home whither we are bound. 

James will be married almost immediately, I suppose, as 
he sails for Syria early in April. How much a missionary 
and his wife must be to each other, when, severing them- 
selves from all they ever loved before, they go forth, hand in 
hand, not merely to be foreigners in heathen lands, but to 
be henceforth strangers in their own should they ever return 
to it ! 

Helen says, playfully, that she has not a missionary spirit, 
and is not at all sure that she shall go with James. But 
I don't think that he feels very anxious on that point 1 

March. — It does one's heart good to see how happy 

they are ! And it does one's heart good to have one's hus- 
band set up an opposition to the goings on by behaving like 
a lover himself. 



XXIII. 

January I, 185 1. 

IT is a great while since I wrote that, " God has been just 
as good as ever; v I want to say that before I say 
another word. But he has indeed smitten me very sorely. 

While we were in the midst of our rejoicings about James 
and Helen, and the bright future that seemed opening 
before them, he came home one day very ill. Ernest 
happened to be in and attended to him at once. But the 
disease was, at the very outset, so violent, and raged with 
such absolute fury, that no remedies had any effect. Every- 
thing, even now, seems confused in my mind. It seems as 
if there was a sudden transition from the most brilliant, joy- 
ous health, to a brief but fearful struggle for life, speedily 
followed by the awful mystery and stillness of death. Is it 
possible, I still ask myself, that four short days wrought an 
event whose consequences must run through endless years ? 
— Poor mother ! Poor Helen ! — When it was all over, I do 
not know what to say of mother but that she behaved and 
quieted herself like a weaned child. Her sweet composure 
awed me ; I dared not give way to my own vehement, 
terrible sorrow ; in the presence of this Christ-like patience, 
all noisy demonstrations seemed profane. I thought no 
human being was less selfish, more loving than she had been 
for many years, but the spirit that now took possession of her 
overflowed into her heart and life directly from that great 
heart of love, whose depths I had never even begun to 
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sound. There was, therefore, something absolutely divine 
in her aspect, in the tones of her voice, in the very smile on 
her face. We could compare its expression to nothing but 
Stephen, when he, being full of the Holy Ghost, looked up 
steadfastly to heaven and saw the glory of God, and Jesus 
standing on the right hand of God. As soon as James was 
gone Helen came to our home; there was never any 
discussion about it, she came naturally to be one of us. 
Mother's health, already very frail, gradually failed, and 
encompassed as I was with cares, I could not be with her 
constantly. Helen took the place to her of a daughter, and 
found herself welcomed like one. The atmosphere in 
which we all lived was one crhich cannot be described ; the 
love for all of us and for every living thing that flowed in 
mother's words and tones passed all knowledge. The 
children's little joys and sorrows interested her exactly as if 
she was one of themselves ; they ran to her with every 
petty grievance, and every new pleasure. During the time 
she lived with us she had won many warm friends, par- 
ticularly among the poor and the suffering. As her strength 
would no longer allow her to go to them, those who could 
do so, came to her, and I was struck to see she had ceased 
entirely from giving counsel, and now gave nothing but the 
most beautiful, tender compassion and sympathy. I saw 
that she was failing, but flattered myself that her own 
serenity and our care would prolong her life still for many 
years. I longed to have my children become old enough 
to fully appreciate her sanctified character; and I thought 
she would gradually fade away and be set free, 

As light winds wandering through groves of bloom, 
Detach the delicate blossoms from the tree. 

Bufc. God's thoughts are not as our thoughts, nor His 
ways as our ways. Her feeble body began to suffer from 
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the rudest assaults of pain ; day and night, night and day, 
she Jived through a martyrdom in which what might have 
been a life-time of suffering was concentrated into a few 
months. To witness these sufferings was like the sundering 
of joints and marrow, and once, only once, thank God ! my 
faith in Him staggered and reeled to and fro. " How can 
he look down on such agonies ! " I cried in my secret soul 
— " Is this the work of a God of love, of mercy? " Mother 
seems to divine my thoughts, for she took my hand tenderly 
in hers, and said, with great difficulty : 

" Though He slay me yet will I trust in Him. He is just 
as good as ever." And she smiled. I ran away to Ernest, 
crying " Oh, is there nothing you can do for her ? n 

" What should a poor mortal do where Christ has done 
so much, my darling?" he said, taking me in his arms. 
" Let us stand aside and see the glory of God, with our 
shoes from our feet." But he went to her with one more 
desperate effort to relieve her, yet in vain. 

Mrs. Embury, of whom mother was fond, and who is 
always very kind when we are in trouble, came in just then, 
and after looking on a moment in tears, she said to me : 

" God knows whom He can trust ! He would not lay 
His hand thus on all His children." 

Those few words quieted me. Yes, God kmows. 

And now it is all over. My precious, precious mother 
has been a saint in heaven more than two years, and has 
forgotten all the battles she fought on earth, and all her sor- 
rows and all her sufferings in the presence of her Redeemer. 
She knew that she was going, and the last words she uttered 
— and they were spoken with somewhat of the playful, 
quaint manner in which she had spoken all her life, and 
with her own bright smile — still sound in my ears : 

" I have given God a great deal of trouble, but He is 
driving me into pasture now ! " 
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And then, with her cheek on her hand, she fell asleep, 
and slept on, till just at sundown she awoke to find herself 
in the green pasture, the driving all over for ever and ever. 

Who by searching can find out God ? My dear father 
entered heaven after a prosperous life, by a path wherein he 
was unconscious of a pang, and our beloved James went 
bright and fresh and untarnished by conflict, straight to the 
Master's feast. But what a long life-time of bereavement, 
sorrow, and suffering was my darling mother's pathway to 
glory ! Surely her felicity must be greater than theirs, and 
the crown she has won by such a struggle must be brighter 
than the stars ! And this crown she is even now, while I 
sit here choked with tears, casting joyfully at the feet of her 
Saviour ! 

My sweet sister, my precious little Helen, still nestles in 
our hearts and in our home. Martha made one passionate 
appeal to her to return to her, but Ernest interfered : 

" Let her stay with Katy," he said. "James would have 
chosen to have her with the one human being like himself." 

Does he then think me, with all my faults, the languor of 
frail health, and the cares and burdens of life weighing upon 
me, enough like that sparkling, brave boy to be of use and 
comfort to dear Helen ? I take courage at the thought and 
rouse myself afresh, to bear on with fidelity and patience. 
My steadfast aim now is to follow in my mother's footsteps; 
to imitate her cheerfulness, her benevolence, her bright, 
inspiring ways, and never to rest till, in place of my selfish 
nature, I become as full of Christ's love as she became. I 
am glad she is at last relieved from the knowledge of all my 
cares ; and though I often and often yearn to throw myself 
into her arms and pour out my cares and trials into her sym- 
pathising ears, I would not have her back for all the world. 
She has got away from all the turmoil and suffering of 
life; let her stay I 
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The scenes of sorrow through which we have been pass- 
ing have brought Ernest nearer to me than ever, and 1 can 
see that this varied discipline has softened and sweetened 
his character. Besides, we have modified each other. 
Ernest is more demonstrative, more attentive to those little 
things that make the happiness of married life, and I am less 
childish, less vehement — I wish I could say less selfish, but 
here I seem to have come to a standstill. But I do under- 
stand Ernest's trials in his profession far better than I did, 
and can feel and show some sympathy in them. Of course, 
the life of a physician is necessarily one of self-denial, spent 
as it is amid scenes of suffering and sorrow, which he is often 
powerless to alleviate. But there is, besides, the wear and 
tear of years of poverty ; his bills are disputed or allowed 
to run on year after year unnoticed ; he is often dismissed 
because he cannot put himself in the place of Providence 
and save life, and a truly grateful, generous patient is 
almost an unknown rarity. 1 do not speak of these things 
to complain of them. I suppose they are a necessary part 
of that whole providential plan by which God moulds and 
fashions and tempers the human soul, just as petty but 
incessant household cares are. If I had nothing to do but 
love my husband and children, and perform for them, with- 
out let or hindrance, the sweet ideal duties of wife and 
mother, how content I should be to live always in this 
world ! But what would become of me if I were not called, 
in the pursuit of the duties and in contact with real life, to 
bear " restless nights, ill-health, unwelcome news, the faults 
of servants, contempt, ingratitude of friends, my own failings, 
lowness of spirits, the struggle in overcoming my corruption, 
and a score of kindred trials ! " 

Bishop Wilson charges us to bear all these things " as 
unto God," and " with the greatest privacy." How seldom 
I have met them save as lions in my way, that I would 
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avoid if I could, and how I have tormented my fiiends by 
tedious complaints about them ! Yet when compared with 
the great tragedies of suffering I have both witnessed and 
suffered, how petty they seem ! 

Our household, bereft of mother's and James's bright 
presence, now numbers just as many members as it did 
before they left us. Another angel has flown into it, though 
not on wings, and I have four darling children, the baby, 
who can hardly be called a baby now, being nearly two 
years old. My hands and my heart are full, but two of the 
children go to school, and that certainly makes my day's 
work easier. 

The little things are happier for having regular employ- 
ment, and we are so glad to meet each other again after the 
brief separation ! I try to be at home when it is time to 
expect them, for I love to hear the eager voices ask, in 
chorus, the moment the door opens : " Is mamma at home?" 

Helen has taken Daisy to sleep with her, which after so 
many years ot ups and downs at night, now with restless 
babies, now to answer the bell when Ernest is out, is a great 
relief to me. Poor Helen ! She has never recovered her 
cheerfulness since James's death. It has crushed her energies 
and left her very sorrowful. This is partly owing to a soft 
and tender nature, easily borne down and overwhelmed, 
partly to what seems an almost constitutional inability to 
find rest in God's will. She assents to all we say to her 
about submission, in a sweet, gentle way, and then comes 
the invariable, mournful wail, " But it was so unexpected I 
It came so suddenly ! " But I love the little thing, and her 
affection for us all is one of our greatest comforts 

Martha is greatly absorbed in her own household, its 
cares and its pleasures. She brings her little Underhills to 
see us occasionally, when they put my children quite out of 
countenance by their consciousness of the fine clothes they 
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wear, and their knowledge of the world. Even I find it 
hard not to feel abashed in the presence of so much of the 
sort of wisdom in which I am lacking. As to Lucy, she is 
exactly in her sphere: the calm dignity with which she 
reigns in her husband's house, and the moderation and self- 
control with which she guides his children, are really 
instructive. She has a baby of her own, and though it acts 
just like other babies, and kicks, scratches, pulls and cries 
when it is washed and dressed, she goes through that process 
with a serenity and deliberation that I envy with all my 
might Her predecessor in the nursery was all nerve and 
brain, and has left four children made of the same material 
behind her. But their wild spirits on one day, and their 
depression and languor on the next, have no visible effect 
upon her. Her influence is always quieting; she tones 
down their vehemence with her own calm decision and. 
practical good sense. It is amusing to see her seated 
among those four little furies, who love each other in such 
a distracted way that somebody's feelings are always getting 
hurt, and somebody always crying. By a sort of magnetic 
influence she heals these wounds immediately, and finds 
some prosaic occupation as an antidote to these poetical 
moods. I confess that I am instructed and reproved when- 
ever I go to see her, and wish I were more like her. 

But there is no use in trying to engraft an opposite nature 
on one's own. What I am, that I must be, except as God 
changes me into his own image. And everything brings 
me back to that, as my supreme desire. I see more and 
more that I must be myself what I want my children to be, 
and that I cannot make myself over even for their sakes. 
This must be His work, and I wonder that it goes on so 
slowly; that all the disappointments, sorrows, sicknesses I 
have passed through have left me still selfish, still full of 
imperfections ! 
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March 5, 1852. — This is the sixth anniversary of 

James's death. Thinking it all over after I went to bed last 
night, his sickness, his death, and the weary months that 
followed for mother, I could not get to sleep till long past 
midnight. Then Una woke, crying with the ear-ache, and I 
was up till nearly day-break with her, poof child. I got up 
jaded and depressed, almost ready to faint under the burden 
of life, and dreading to meet Helen, who is doubly sad on 
these anniversaries. She came down to breakfast dressed 
as usual in deep mourning, and looking as spiritless as 
I felt. . The prattle of the children relieved the somber 
silence maintained by the rest of us, each of whom 
acted depressingly on the others. How things do flash 
into one's mind ! These words suddenly came to mine, as 
we sat so gloomily at the table God had spread for us, 
and which He had enlivened by the four young faces 
around it — 

Why should the children of a King 
Go mourning all their days ? 

Why, indeed ! Children of a King / I felt grieved that 
I was so intent on my own sorrows as to lose sight of my 
relationship to Him. And then I asked myself what I 
could do to make this day less wearisome and sorrowful to 
Helen. She came, after a time, with work to my room. 
The children took their good-bye kisses and went off to 
school ; Ernest took his, too, and set forth on his day's 
work, while Daisy played quietly about the room. 

" Helen dear," I ventured at last to begin, " I want you 
to do me a favour to-day." 

" Yes," she said, languidly. 

" I want you to go to see Mrs. Campbell. This is the 
day for her beef-tea, and she will be looking out for one 
of us." 
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" You must not ask mc to go to-day? Helen answered. 

" I think I must, dear. When other springs of comfort 
dry up, there is one always left to us. And that, as mother 
often said, is usefulness." 

" I do try to be useful," she said. 

" Yes, you are very kind to me and to the children. If 
you were my own sister you could not do more. But these 
little duties do not relieve that aching void in your heart 
which yearns so for relief." 

" No," she said, quickly, " I have no such yearning. I 
just want to settle down as I am now." 

" Yes, I suppose that is the natural tendency of sorrow. 
But there is great significance in the prayer for a heart at 
leisure from itself, to soothe and sympathize." 

" Oh, Katy ! " she said, " you don't know, you can't know, 
how I feel. Until James began to love me so I did not 
know there was such a love as that in the world. You know 
our family is different from yours. And it is so delightful 
to be loved. Or rather it was ! " 

" Don't say was" I said. " You know we all love you 
dearly, dearly." 

" Yes, but not as James did ! " 

" That is true. It was foolish in me to expect to console 
you by such suggestions. But to go back to Mrs. Campbell 
She will sympathize with you, if you will let her, as very few 
can, for she has lost both husband and children." 

"Ah, but she had*, husband for a time, at least. It is 
not as if he were snatched away before they had lived 
together." 

If anybody else had said this I should have felt that it 
was out of mere perverseness. But dear little Helen is not 
perverse ; she is sitnply Overburdened. 

" I grant that your disappointment was greater than hers," 
I went on. " But the affliction Was not. Every day that a 
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some visitor as sent expressly and directly to weary me by • 
the Master Himself; to meet every negligence on the part 
of the servants as His choice for me at the moment; to be 
satisfied and patient when Ernest gets particularly absorbed 
in his books, because my Father sees that little discipline 
suitable for me at the time— all this I have not fiiHr 
learned." 

" All you say discourages me," said Helen, in a tone of 
deep dejection. "Such perfection was only meant for a 
few favoured ones, and I do not dare so much as to aim 
at it. I am perfectly sure that I must be satisfied with 
the low state of grace I am in now and always have 
been." 

She was about to leave me, but I caught her hand as she 
would have passed me, and made one more attempt to 
reach her poor, weary soul. 

" But are you satisfied, dear Helen ? " I asked, as tenderly 
as I would speak to a little sick child. " Surely you crave 
happiness, as every human soul does ! " 

"Yes, I crave it," she replied, "but God has taken it 
from me." 

" He has taken away your earthly happiness, I know, but 
only to convince you what better things he has in store for 
you. Let me read you a letter which Dr. Cabot wrote me 
many years ago, but which has been an almost constant 
inspiration to me ever since." * j 

She sat down, resumed her work again, and listened to 
the letter in silence. As I came to its last sentence the 
three children rushed in from school, at least the boys did, 
and threw themselves upon me like men assaulting a fort. 
I have formed the habit of giving myself entirely to them at 
the proper moment, and now entered into their frolicsome 
mood as joyously as if I had never known a sorrow or lost 
an hour's sleep. At last they went off to their play-room, 
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add. Una settled down by my side to amuse Daisy, when 
Helen began again. 

"I should like to read that letter myself," she said. 
"Meanwhile, I want to ask you one question. What are 
you made of that you can turn from one thing to another 
tike lightning ? Talking one moment as if life depended on 
your every word, and then frisking about with those wild 
boys as if you were a child yourself? " . 

I saw Una look up curiously, to hear my answer as 1 
replied : 

. I have always aimed at this flexibility. I think a 
mother, especially, ought to learn to enter into the gayer 
moods of her children at the very moment when her own 
heart is sad. And it may be as religious an act for her to 
romp with them at one time as to pray with them at 
another." 

.. Helen now went away to her room with Dr. Cabot's 
letter, which I silently prayed might bless her as it had 
blessed me. And then a jaded, disheartened mood came 
over me that made me feel that all I had been saying to 
her was but as sounding brass and a tinkling cymbal, since 
my life and my professions did not correspond. Hitherto 
my consciousness of imperfection had made me hesitate to 
say much to Helen. Why are we so afraid of those who 
live under the same roof with us? It must be the con- 
viction that they who daily see us acting in a petty, selfish, 
trifling way, must find it hard to conceive that our prayers 
and our desires take a wider and higher aim. Dear little 
Helen ! May the ice once broken remain broken for ever. 
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XXIV. 

March 20. . 

HELEN returned Dr. Cabot's letter in silence this 
morning, but, directly after breakfast, set forth to 
visit Mrs. Campbell, with the little bottle of beef-tea in her 
hands, which ought to have gone yesterday. I had a busy 
day before me ; the usual Saturday baking and Sunday 
dinner to oversee, the children's lessons for to-morrow Co 
superintend and hear them repeat, their clean clothes to 
lay out, and a basket of stockings to mend. My mind was 
somewhat distracted with these cares, and I found it a little 
difficult to keep on with my morning devotions in spite of 
them. But I have learned, at least, to face and fight such 
distractions, instead of running away from them as I used 
to do. My faith in prayer, my resort to it, becomes more 
and more the foundation of my life, and I believe, with 
one wiser and better than myself, that nothing but prayer 
stands between my soul and the best gifts of God ; in other 
words, that I can and shall get what I ask for. 

I went down into the kitchen, put on my large baking- 
apron, and began my labours ; of course the door-bell rang, 
and a poor woman was announced. It is very sweet to 
follow Fenelon's counsel and give oneself to Christ in all 
these interruptions ; but this time I said, " Oh, dear !" before 
I thought. Then I wished I hadn't, and went up, with a 
cheerful face, at any rate, to my unwelcome visitor, who 
proved to be one of my aggravating poor folks ; a great 
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giant of a woman, in perfect health, and with a husband to 
support her, if he will I told her that I could do no more 
for her; she answered me rudely, and kept on urging her 
claims. I felt ruffled ; why should my time be thus frittered 
away ? I asked myself. At last she went off, abusing me in 
a way that chilled my heart. I could only beg God to 
forgive her, and return to my work, which I had hardly 
resumed when Mrs. Embury sent for a pattern I had pro- 
mised to lend her. Off came my apron, and up two pairs 
of stairs I ran; after a long search it came to light Work 
resumed; door-bell again. Aunty wanted the children to 
come to an early dinner. Going to aunty's is next to going 
to Paradise to them. Everything was now hurry and flurry ; 
I tried to be patient, and not to fret their temper by undue 
attention to nails, ears, and other susceptible parts of the 
human frame, but after it was all over, and I had kissed all 
the sweet, dear faces good-bye, and returned to the kitchen, 
I felt sure that I had not been the perfect mother I want 
to be in all these little emergencies — yes, far from it 
Bridget had let the milk I was going to use boil over, and 
finally burn up. I was annoyed and irritated, and already 
tired, and did not see how I was to get more, as Mary was 
cleaning the silver (to be sure, there is not much of it I) 
and had other extra Saturday work to do. I thought 
Bridget might offer to run to the corner for it, though it 
isn't her business ; but she is not obliging, and seemed as 
sulky as if I had burned the milk, not she. "After all," 
I said to myself, " what does it signify, if Ernest gets no 
dessert? It isn't good for him, and how much precious 
time is wasted over just this one thing?" However, I re- 
flected that arbitrarily refusing to indulge him in this 
respect is not exactly my mission as his wife ; he is per- 
fectly well, and likes his little luxuries as well as other 
people do. So I humbled my pride, and asked Bridget to 
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go for the milk, which she did, in a lofty way of her own. 
While she was gone the marketing came home, and 1 had 
everything to dispose of. Ernest had sent home some 
apples, which plainly said, " I want some apple pie, Katy/ 1 
I looked nervously at the clock, and undertook to gratify 
him. Mary came down, crying, to say that her mother, 
who lived in Brooklyn, was very sick, could she go to see 
her? I looked at the clock once more; told her she 
should go, of course, as soon as lunch was over; this in- 
volved my doing all her absence left undone. 

At last I got through with the kitchen; the Sunday 
dinner being well under way ; and ran upstairs to put away 
the host of little garments the children had left when they 
took their flight, and to make myself presentable at lunch. 
Then I began to be uneasy lest Ernest should not be 
punctual, and Mary be delayed ; but he came just as the 
clock struck one. I ran joyfully to meet him, very glad 
now that I had something good to give him. We had just 
got through lunch, and I was opening my mouth t6 tell 
Mary she might go, when the door-bell rang once more, 
and Mrs. Fry, of Jersey City, was announced. I told 
Mary to wait till I found whether she had lunched or not ; 
no, she hadn't ; had come to town to see friends off, was 
half famished, and would I do her the favour, elc, etc. 
She had a fashionable young lady with her, a stranger to 
me, as well as a Miss Somebody else, from Albany, whose 
name I did not catch. I apologized for having finished 
lunch ; Mrs. Fry said all they wanted was a cup of tea and 
a bit of bread and butter, nothing else, dear; now don't 
put yourself out ! 

" Now be bright and animated, and like yourself," she 
whispered, " for I have brought these girls here on purpose 
to hear you talk, and they are prepared to fall in love with 
you on the spot" 
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This speech sufficed to shut my mouth. 

Mary had to get ready for these unexpected guests, 
whose appetites proved equal to a raid on a good many 
things besides bread and butter. Mrs. Fry said, after she 
had devoured nearly half a loaf of cake, that she would 
really try to eat a morsel more, which Ernest remarked, 
drily, was a great triumph of mind over matter. As they 
talked and laughed and ate leisurely on, Mary stood look- 
ing the picture of despairl At last I gave her a glance 
that said she might go, when a new visitor was announced, 
Mra Winthrop, from Brooklyn, one of Ernest's patients a 
few years ago, when she lived here. She professed herself 
greatly indebted to him, and said she had come at this 
hour because she should make sure of seeing him. I tried 
to excuse him, as I knew he would be thankful to have me 
do, but no, see him she must ; he was her " pet-doctor," 
he had such "sweet, bed-side manners;" and "I am such 
a favourite with him, you know ! " 

Ernest did not receive his " favourite " with any special 
warmth ; but invited her out to lunch and gallanted her to 
the table we had just left. Just like a man ! Poor Mary ! 
she had to fly round and get up what she could; Mrs. 
Winthrop devoted herself to Ernest with a persistent ignor- 
ing of me that I thought rude and unwomanly. She asked 
if he had read a certain book ; he had not ; she then said, 
" I need not ask then if Mrs. Elliott has done so ? These 
charming dishes, which she gets up so nicely, must absorb 
all her time." " Of course," replied Ernesf. " But she 
contrives to read the reports of all the murders of which 
the newspapers are full." 

Mrs. Winthrop took this speech literally, drew away het 
skirts from me, looked at me through her eye-glass, and 
said, "Yes?" At last she departed, Helen came home, 
and Mary went I gave Helen an account of my, r^x^v\^\ 
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she laughed heartily, and it did me good to hear that 
musical sound once more. 

" It is nearly five o'clock/' I said, as we at last had 
restored everything to order, "and this whole day has been 
frittered away in the veriest trifles. It isn't living to live 
so. Who is the better for my being in the world since six 
o'clock this morning?" 

"lam for one," she said, kissing my hot cheeks ; " and 
you have given a great deal of pleasure to several persons. 
Your and Ernest's hospitality is always graceful, I admire it 
in you both ; and this is one of the little ways, not to be 
despised, of giving real enjoyment' 9 It was nice in her to 
say that ; it quite rested me. 

At the dinner-table Ernest complimented me on my 
good house-keeping. 

" I was proud of my little wife at lunch," he said. 

" And yet you said that outrageous thing about my read- 
ing about nothing but murders ! " I said. 

" Oh, well, you understand it," he said, laughingly. 

" But that dreadful Mrs. Winthrop took it literally." 

"What do we care for Mrs. Winthrop ?" he returned. 
" If you could have seen the contrast between you two in 
my eyes ! " 

After all, one must take life as it comes; its homely 
details are so mixed up with its sweet charities, and loves, 
and friendships, that one is forced to believe that God has 
joined them together, and does not will that they should be , 
put asunder. It is something that my husband has been 
satisfied with his wife and his home to-day ; that does me 
good. 

« March 30. — A stormy day and the children home 

from school, and no little frolicking and laughing going on. 
It must be delightful to feel well and strong while one's 
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children are young, there is so much to do for them. I do 
it; but no one can tell the effort it costs me. What a con- 
trast there is between their vitality and the languor under 
which I suffer! When their noise became intolerable, I 
proposed to read to them ; of course they made ten times 
as much clamour of pleasure, and of course they leaned on 
me, ground their elbows into my lap, and tired me all out 
As I sat with this precious little group about me, Ernest 
opened the door, looked in gravely and without a word, 
and instantly disappeared. I felt uneasy, and asked him, 
this evening, why he looked so? Was I indulging the 
-children too much, or what was it? «He took me into his 
arms and said : 

" My precious wife, why will you torment yourself with 
such fancies. My very heart was yearning over you at that 
moment, as it did the first time I saw you surrounded by 
your little class at Sunday-school, years ago, and I was 
asking myself why God had given me such a wife, and my 
children such a mother." 

Oh, I am glad I have got this written down ! I will read 
it over when the sense of my deficiencies overwhelms me, 
while I ask God why he has given me such a patient, for- 
bearing husband. 

April 1. — This has been a sad day to our church. 



Our dear- Dr. Cabot has gone to his eternal home, and left 
us as sheep without a shepherd. 

His death was sudden at the last, and found us all un- 
prepared for it. But my tears of sorrow are mingled with 
tears of joy. His heart had long been in heaven, he was 
ready to go at a moment's warning ; never was a soul so 
constantly and joyously on the wing as his. Poor Mrs. 
Cabot ! She is left very desolate, for all their children are 
married and settled at a distance. But she bears this 



268 Stepping Heavenward. 

sorrow like one who has long felt herself a pilgrim and a, 
stranger on earth. How strange that we ever forget that 
we are all such ! 

April 1 6. — The desolate pilgrimage was not long 

Dear Mrs. Cabot was this day laid away by the side of het 
beloved husband, and it is delightful to think of them as 
not divided by death, but united by it in a complete and 
eternal union. 

I never saw a husband and wife more tenderly attached 
to each other, and this is a beautiful close to their long and 
happy married life. I find it hard not to wish and pray 
that I may as speedily follow my precious husband, should 
God call him away first. But it is not for me to choose. 

How I shall miss these faithful friends, who, from my 
youth up, have been my stay and my staff in the house of 
my pilgrimage ! Almost all the disappointments and 
sorrows of my life have had their Christian sympathy, par- 
ticularly the daily, wasting solicitude concerning my darling 
Una, for they too watched for years over as delicate a 
flower, and saw it fade and die. Only those who have 
suffered thus can appreciate the heart-soreness through 
which, no matter how outwardly cheerful I may be, I am 
always passing. But what then 1 Have I not ten thousand 
times made this my prayer, that, in the words of Leighton, 
my will might become " identical with God's will." 

And shall He not take me at my word ? Just as I was 
writing these words, my canary burst forth with a song so 
joyous that a song was put also into my mouth. Some- 
thing seemed to say, this captive sings in his cage because 
it has never known liberty, and cannot regret a lost freedom. 
So the soul of my child, limited by the restrictions of a 
feeble body, never having known the gladness of exuberant 
health, may sing songs that will enliven and cheer. Yes, 



Stepping Heavenward. 269 

a!nd does sing them! What should we do without her 
gentle, loving presence, whose frailty calls forth our tenderest 
affections, and whose sweet face makes sunshine in the 
shadiest places ! I am sure that the boys are truly blessed 
by having a sister always at home to welcome them, and 
that their best manliness is appealed to by her helplessness. 
. What this child is to me I cannot tell. And yet, if the 
skilful and kind Gardener should house this delicate plant 
before frosts come, should I dare to complain? 




XXV. 

May, 4. 

MISS CLIFFORD came ta lunch with us on Wednes- 
day. Her remarkable restoration to health has 
attracted a good deal of attention, and has given Ernest 
a certain reputation which does not come amiss to him. 
Not that he is ambitious ; a more unworldly man does not 
live ; but his extreme reserve and modesty have obscured 
the light that is now beginning to shine. We all enjoyed 
Miss Clifford's visit. She is one of the freshest, most 
original creatures I ever met with, and kept us all laughing 
with her quaint speeches, long after every particle of lunch 
had disappeared from the table. But this mobile nature 
turns to the serious side of life with marvellous ease and 
celerity, as perhaps all sound ones ought to do. I took her 
up to my room, where my work-basket was, and Helen 
followed, with hers. 

•" I have brought something to read to you, dear Mrs. 
Elliott," Miss Clifford began, the moment we had seated 
ourselves, "which I have just lighted on, and I am sure 
you will like. A nobleman writes to Fenelon asking 
certain questions, and a part of these questions, with the 
replies, I want to enjoy with you, as they cover a good deal 
of the ground we have often discussed together." 



How shall I offer my purely indifferent actions to God; 
walks, visits made and receive^ dress, little proprieties! such 
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as washing the hands, etc, the reading of books of history, 
business with which I am charged for my friends, other 
amusements, such as shopping, having clothes made, and 
equipages. I want to have some sort of prayer, or method 
of offering each of these things to God. 

REPLY. 

The most indifferent actions cease to be such, and be- 
come good as soon as one performs them with the intention 
of conforming one's self in them, to the will of God. They 
are often better and purer than certain actions which appear 
more virtuous. First, because they are less of our own 
choice and more in the order of Providence when one is 
obliged to perform them ; second, because they are simpler 
and less exposed to vain complaisance ; third, because if 
one yields to them with moderation, one finds in them more 
of death to one's inclinations than in certain acts of fervour 
in which self-love mingles ; finally, because these little occa- 
sions recur more frequently, and furnish a secret occasion 
for continually making every moment profitable. 

It is not necessary to make great efforts nor acts of great 
reflection, in order to offer what are called indifferent actions. 
It is enough to lift the soul one instant to God, to make a 
simple offering of it. Everything which God wishes us to 
do, and which enters into the course of occupation suitable 
to our position, can and ought to be offered to God; 
nothing is unworthy of Him but sin. When you feel that 
an action cannot be offered to God, conclude that it does 
not become a Christian ; it is at least necessary to suspect 
it, and seek light concerning it I would not have a special 
prayer for each of these things, the elevation of the heart at 
the moment suffices. • 

As for visits, commissions, and the like, as there is danger 
of following one's own taste too much, I would add to this 
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elevating of the heart a prayer for grace to moderate myself 
and to use precaution. 

ii. 

In prayer I cannot fix my mind, or I have intervals of 
time when it is elsewhere, and it is often distracted for a 
long time before I perceive it I want to find some means 
of becoming its master. 

REPLY. 

Fidelity in following the rules that have been given you, 
and in recalling your mind every time you perceive its dis- 
traction, will gradually give you the grace of being more 
recollected. Meanwhile bear your involuntary distractions 
with patience and humility; you deserve nothing better. 
Is it surprising that recollection is difficult to a man so long 
dissipated and far from God ? 

in. 

I wish to know if it is best to record, on my tablets, the 
faults and the sins I have committed, in order not to run 
the risk of forgetting them. I excite in myself to repent- 
ance for my faults as much as I can ; but I have never felt 
any real grief on account of them. When I examine my- 
self at night, I see persons far more perfect than I, complain 
of more sin ; as for me, I seek, I find nothing ; and yet it 
is impossible there should not be many points on which to 
implore pardon every day of my life. 

REPLY. 

You should examine yourself every night, but simply ana 
briefly. In the disposition to which God lias brought you, 
you will not voluntarily commit any considerable fault with 



Stepping Heavenward. 273 

out remembering and reproaching yourself for it. As to 
little faults scarcely perceived, even if you sometimes forget 
them, this need not make you uneasy. 

As to lively grief on account of your sins, it is not neces- 
sary. God gives it when it pleases Him. True and essen- 
tial conversion of the heart consists in a full will to sacrifice 
all to God. What I call full will, is a fixed, immovable dis- 
position of the will to resume none of the voluntary affections 
which may alter the purity of the love to God, and to 
abandon itself to all the crosses which it will perhaps be 
necessary to bear, in order to accomplish the will of God 
always and in all things. As to sorrow for sin, when one 
has it, one ought to return thanks for it ; when one per- 
ceives it to be wanting, one should humble one's self 
peacefully before God, without trying to excite it by vain 
efforts. 

You find in your self-examination fewer faults than persons 
more advanced and more perfect do; it is because your 
interior light is still feeble. It will increase, and the view 
of your infidelities will increase in proportion. It suffices, 
without making yourself uneasy, to try to be faithful to the 
degree of light you possess, and to instruct yourself by 
reading and meditation. It will not do to try to forestall 
the grace that belongs to a more advanced period. It 
would only serve to trouble and discourage you, and even 
to exhaust you by continual anxiety; the time that should 
be spent in loving God would be given to forced returns 
upon yourself, which secretly nourish self-love. 



, In my prayers my mind has difficulty in finding anything 
to say to God. My heart is not in it, or it is inaccessible 
to the thoughts of my mind. 

T 
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REPLY. 

It is not necessary to say much to God. Oftentimes one 
does not speak much to a friend whom one is delighted to 
see ; one looks at him with pleasure ; one speaks certain 
short words to him which are mere expressions of feeling. 
The mind has no part in them, or next to none ; one keeps 
repeating the same words. It is not so much a variety of 
thoughts that one seeks in intercourse with a friend as a 
certain repose and correspondence of "heart. It is thus we 
are with God, who does not disdain to be our tenderest, 
most cordial, most familiar, most intimate friend. A word, 
a sigh, a sentiment says all to God \ it is not always neces- 
sary to have transports of sensible tenderness ; a will all 
naked and dry, without life, without vivacity, without plea- 
sure is often purest in the sight of God. In fine, it is 
necessary to content one's self with giving to Him what He 
gives it to give, a fervent heart when it is fervent, a heart 
firm and faithful in its aridity, when he deprives it of 
sensible fervour. It does not always depend on you to feel ; 
but it is necessary to wish to feel. Leave it to God to 
choose to make you feel sometimes, in order to sustain your 
weakness and infancy in Christian life ; sometimes weaning 
you from that sweet and consoling sentiment which is the 
milk of babes, in order to humble you, to make you grow, 
and to make you robust in the violent exercise of faith, by 
causing you to eat the bread of the strong in the sweat of 
your brow. Would you only love God according as he will 
make you take pleasure in loving Him? You would be 
loving your own tenderness and feeling, fancying that you 
were loving God. Even while receiving sensible gifts, 
prepare yourself by pure faith for the time when you might 
be deprived of them ; and you will suddenly succumb if 
you had only relied on such support. 

I forgot to speak of some practices which may, at the 
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beginning, facilitate the remembrance of the offering one 
ought to make to God, of all the ordinary acts of the day. 

1. Form the resolution to do so, every morning, and call 
yourself to account in your self-examination at night 

2. Make no resolutions but for good reasons, either from 
propriety or the necessity of relaxing the mind, etc. Thus, 
in accustoming one's self to retrench the useless little by 
little, one accustoms one's self to offer what is not proper to 
curtail. 

3. Renew one's self in this disposition whenever one is 
alone, in order to be better prepared to recollect it when in 
company. 

4. Whenever one surprises one's self in too great dissipa- 
tion, or in speaking too freely of his neighbour, let him 
collect himself and offer to God all the rest of the conver- 
sation. 

5. To flee with confidence to God, to act according to 
His will, when one enters company, or engages in some 
occupation which may cause one to fall into temptation, 
The sight of danger ought to warn of the need there is to 
Eft the heart toward Him by whom one may be preserved 
from it. 

We both thanked her, as she finished reading, and I 
begged her to lend me the volume that I might make the 
above copy. 

I hope I have gained some valuable hints from this letter, 
and that I shall see more plainly than ever, that it is a 
religion of principle that God wants from us, not one of 
mere feeling. 

Helen remarked that she was most struck by the assertion 
that one cannot forestall the graces that belong to a more 
advanced period. She said she had assumed that she ought 
to experience all that the most mature Christian did, and 



276 Stepping Heavenward. 

that it rested on her to think of God as doing his work for 
her, making repentance, for instance, a free gift, not a con- 
quest to be won for one's self. 

Miss Clifford said that the whole idea of giving one's self 
to God in such little daily acts as visiting, shopping, and the 
like was entirely new to her. 

" But fancy," she went on, her beautiful face lighted up 
with enthusiasm, " what a blessed life that must be, when 
the base things of this world and things that are despised 
are so many links to the invisible world, and to the things 
God has chosen 1 " 

" In other words," I said, " the top of the ladder that 
rests on earth, reaches to heaven, and we may ascend it as 
the angels did in Jacob's dream." 

"And descend too, as they did," Helen put in, despon- 
dently. 

"Now, you shall not speak in that tone," c>ried Miss 
Clifford. " Let us look at the bright side of life, and believe 
that God means us to be always ascending, always getting 
nearer to Himself, always learning something new about 
Him, always loving Him better and better. To be sure our 
souls are sick, and of themselves can't keep ' ever on the 
wing/ but I have had some delightful thoughts of late from 
just hearing the title of a book, 'God's Method with Maladies 
of the Soul.' It gives one such a conception of the seeming 
ills of life ; to think of Him as our Physician, the ills all 
remedies, the deprivations only a wholesome regimen, the 
losses all gains. Why, as I study this individual case, and 
that, see how patiently and persistently He tries now this 
remedy, now that, and how infallibly He cures the souls that 
submit to His remedies, I love Him so ! I love Him so ! 
And I am so astonished that we are restive under His 
unerring hand ! Think how He dealt with me. My soul 
was sick unto death, sick wi;h worldjiness, and self-pleasing 
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Stepping Heavenward. 277 

and folly. There was only one way of making me listen to 
reason, and that was just the way He took. He snatched 
me right out of the world, and shut me up in one room, 
crippled, helpless, and alone, and set me to thinking, think- 
ing, thinking, till I saw the emptiness and shallowness of all 
in which I had hitherto been involved. And then he sent 
you.and your mother to show me the reality of life, and to 
reveal to me my invisible, unknown Physician. Can I love 
him with half my heart ? Can I be asking questions as to 
how much I am to pay towards the debt I owe Him ?" 

By this time Helen's work had fallen from her hands and 
tears were in her eyes. 

" How I thank you," she said, softly " for what you have 
said. You have interpreted life to me I You have given 
me a new conception of my God and Saviour." 

Miss Clifford seemed quenched and humbled by these 
words; her enthusiasm faded away, and she looked at Helen 
with a deprecatory air, as she replied. 

*' Don't say that ! I never felt so unfit for anything 
but to sit at the feet of Christ's disciples and learn of 
them." 

Yet T, so many years one of those disciples, had been 
sitting at her feet, and had learned of her. Never had I so 
realized the magnitude of the work to be done in this world, 
nor the power and goodness of Him who has undertaken to 
do it all. I was glad to be alone, to walk my room singing 
praise to Him for every instance in which, as my Physician, 
He had * disappointed my hope and defeated my joy,' and 
given me to drink of the cup of sorrow and bereavement. 

— May 24. — I read to Ernest the extract from F&i&on, 
which has made such an impression on me. 

" Every business man, in short, every man leading an 
active life, ought to read that," he said, " We should have 
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a new order of things as the result Instead of fancying that 
our ordinary daily work was one thing and our religion quite 
another thing, we should transmute our drudgery into acts 
of worship. Instead of going to prayer-meetings to get into 
a 'good frame,' we should live in a good frame from morning 
till night, from night till morning, and prayer and praise 
would be only another form for expressing the love and faith 
and obedience we had been exercising amid the pressure of 
business." 

" I only wish I had understood this years ago," I said. 
" I have made prayers too much of a luxury, and have often 
inwardly chafed and fretted when the care of my children, 
at times, made it utterly impossible to leave them for private 
devotion — when they have been sick, for instance, or in 
other like emergencies. I reasoned this way : ' Here is a 
special demand on my patience, and I am naturally im- 
patient. I must have time to go away and entreat the Lord 
to equip me for this conflict* But I see now that the simple 
act of cheerful acceptance of the duty imposed and the 
solace and support withdrawn would" have united me more 
fully to Christ than the highest enjoyment of His presence 
in prayer could." 

" Yes, every act of obedience is an act of worship/' he 
said. 

" But why don't we learn that sooner? Why do we waste 
our lives before we learn how to live ?" 

" I am not sure," he returned, " that we do not learn as 
fast as we are willing to learn. God does not force instruc- 
tion upon us, but when we say, as Luther did, ' More light, 
Lord, more light,' the light comes." 

I questioned myself after he had gone, as to whether this 
could be true of me. Is there not in my heart some secret" 
teluctance to know the truth, lest that knowledge should 
call to a higher and a YiciVtetUfe \\vwi\\aN^^^.\kv«d? 
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— ■ — June 2. — I went to see Mrs. Campbell a few days 
ago, and found, to my great joy, that Helen had just been 
there, and that they had had a long and earnest conversation 
together. Mrs. Campbell has failed a good deal of late, and 
it is not probable that we shall have her with us much 
longer. Her every look and word is precious to me when I 
think of her as one who is so soon to enter the unseen 
world, and see our Saviour, and be welcomed home by Him. 
If it is so delightful to be with those who are on the way to 
heaven, what would it be to have fellowship with one who 
had come thence, and could tell us what it is 1 

She spoke freely about death, and said Ernest had pro- 
mised to take charge of her funeral, and to see that she was 
buried by the side of her husband. 

" You see, my dear," she added, with a smile, " though I 
am expecting to be so soon a saint in heaven, I am a human 
being still, with human weaknesses. What can it really 
matter where this weary old body is laid away, when I have 
done with it and gone and left it for ever? And yet I am^ 
leaving directions about its disposal ! " 

I said I was glad that she was still human, but that I did 
not think it a weakness to take thought for the abode in 
which her soul had dwelt so long. I saw that she was tired, 
and was coming away, but she held me, and would not let 
me go. 

" Yes, I am tired," she said, " but what of that ? It is 
only a question of days now, and all my tired feelings will 
be over. Then I shall be as young and as fresh as ever, 
and shall have strength to praise and to love God as I can- 
not do now. But before I go, I want once more to tell you 
how good He is, how blessed it is to suffer with Him, how 
infinitely happy He has made me in the very hottest heat of 
the furnace. It will strengthen you in your trials to recall 
this my dying testimony. There is no ml&TOss& » <Sxsas^ 
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but that His love can illuminate it ; no desolation so desch' 
late but that He can sweeten it. I know what I am saying. 
It is no delusion. I believe that the highest, purest happi- 
ness is known only to those who have learned Christ in sick- 
rooms, in poverty, in racking suspense and anxiety, amid 
hardships, and at the open grave." 

Yes, the radiant face, worn by sickness and suffering, but 
radiant still, said in language yet more unspeakably im- 
pressive : 

"To learn Christ, this is life!" 

I came into the busy and noisy streets as one descend- 
ing from the mount, and on reaching home found my 
darling Una very ill in Ernest's arms. She had fallen, and 
injured her head. How I had prayed that God would 
temper the wind to this shorn lamb, and now she had had 
such a fall ! We watched over her till far into the night, 
scarcely speaking to each other, but I know by the way in 
which Ernest held my hand clasped in his, that her pre- 
cious life was in danger. He consented at last to lie 
down, but Helen stayed with me. What a night it was 1 
God only knows what the human heart can experience in a 
space of time that men call hours. I went over all the 
past history of the child, recalling all her sweet looks and 
words, and my own secret repining at the delicate health 
that has cut her off from so many of the pleasures that 
belong to her age. And the more I thought, the more I 
clung to her, on whom, frail as she is, J was beginning to 
lean, and whose influence in our home I could not think of 
losing without a shudder. Alas, my faith seemed, for a 
time, to flee, and I could see just what a poor, weak human 
being is without it But before daylight crept into my 
room, light from on high streamed into my heart, and I 
gave even this, my ewe-lamb, away, as my free-will offering 
to God. Could I refuse Him my child because she was 
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the very apple of my eye? Nay then, but let me give to 
Him, not what I value least, but what I prize and delight 
in most Could I not endure heart-sickness for Him who 
had given His only Son for me ? And just as I got to that 
sweet consent to suffer, He who had only lifted the rod to 
try my faith, laid it down. My darling opened her eyes 
and looked at us intelligently, and with her own loving 
smile. But I dared not snatch her and press her to my 
heart ; for her sake I must be outwardly calm at least. 

June 6. — I am at home with my precious Una, all 

the rest having gone to church. She lies peacefully on the 
bed, sadly disfigured, for the time v but Ernest says he 
apprehends no danger now, and we are a most happy, a 
most thankful household. The children have all been 
greatly moved by the events of the last few days, and hover 
about their sister with great sympathy and tenderness. 
Where she fell from, or how she fell, no one knows ; she 
remembers nothing about it herself, and it will always 
remain a mystery. 

This is the second time that this beloved child has been 
returned to us after we had given her away to God. 
• And as the giving cost us ten-fold more now than it did 
when she was a feeble baby, so we receive her now as a 
fresh gift from our loving Father's hand, with ten-fold de- 
light. Ah, we have no excuse for not giving ourselves 
entirely to Him ! He has revealed Himself to us in so 
many sorrows, and in so many joys ; revealed Himself as 
He doth not unto the world 1 



XXVI. 

May 13. 

THIS has been a Sunday to be held in long remem- 
brance. We were summoned early this morning to 
Mrs. Campbell, and have seen her joyful release from the 
fetters that have bound her so long. Her loss to me is 
irreparable. But I can truly thank God that one more 
" tired traveller " has had a sweet " welcome home." I can 
minister no longer to her bodily wants, and listen to her 
counsels no more, but she has entered as an inspiration 
into my life, and through all eternity I shall bless God that 
he gave me that faithful, praying friend. How little they 
know who languish in what seem useless sick-rooms, or 
amid the restrictions of frail health, what work they do for 
Christ by the power of saintly living, and by even frag- 
mentary prayers. 

Before her words fade out of my memory I want to write 
down, from hasty notes made at the time, her answers to 
some of the last questions I asked her on earth. She had 
always enjoyed intervals of comparative ease, and it was in 
one of these that I asked her what she conceived to be the 
characteristics of an advanced state of grace. She replied, 
"I think that the mature Christian. is always, at all times, 
and in all circumstances, what he was in his best moments 
in the progressive stages of his life. There were seasons, 
all along his course, when he loved God supremely ; when 
he embraced the cross joyfully and penitently; when he 
held intimate communion with Christ, and loved his neigh- 
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boor as himsel£ But he was always in tenor, lest under 
the force of temptation, all this should give place to dead- 
ness and dulness, when he would chafe and rebel in the 
hour of trial, and judge his fellow men with a harsh and 
bitter judgment, and give way to angry, passionate emotions. 
But these fluctuations cease, after a time, to disturb his 
peace. Love to Christ becomes the abiding, inmost prin- 
ciple of his life ; he loves Him rather for what He is than 
fpr.what He has done or will do for him individually, and 
Qod's honour becomes so dear to him that he feels per- 
sonally wounded when that is called in question. And the 
will of God becomes so dear to him that he loves it best 
when it ' triumphs at his cost 1 

"Once he only prayed at set times and seasons, and 
idolized good frames and fervent emotions. Now he prays 
without ceasing, and, whether on the mount or down in the 
. depths, depends wholly upon his Saviour. 

" His old self-confidence has now given place to child- 
like humility, that will not let him take a step alone ; and 
the sweet peace that is now habitual to him, combined with 
the sense of his own imperfections, fills him with love to 
his fellow man. He hears, and believes, and hopes, and 
endures all things, and thinketh no evil. The tones of his 
voice,- the very expression o£ his countenance become 
changed, love now controlling where human passions held 
sway. In short, he is not only a new creature in Jesus 
Christ, but has the habitual and blessed consciousness that 
this is so." 

These words were spoken deliberately and with re- 
flection. 

" You have described my mother, just as she was from 
the moment her only son, the last of six, was taken from 
her," I said, at last. "I never before quite understood 
hojw that final sorrow weaned her, so to say, from herself, 
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and made her life all love to God and all love to man. But 
I see it now. Dear Mrs. Campbell, pray for me that I may 
yet wear her mantle ! " 

She smiled with a significance that said she had already 
done so, and then we parted — parted that she might end 
her pilgrimage and go to her rest — parted that I might 
pursue mine, I know not how long, nor amid how many 
cares and sorrows, nor with what weariness and heart-sick- 
ness — parted to meet again in the presence of Him we love, 
with those who have come out of great tribulation, whose 
robes have been made white in the blood of the* Lamb, and 
who are before the throne of God, and serve Him day and 
night in His temple, to hunger no more, neither thirst any 
more, for the Lamb which is in the midst of the throne 
shall lead them into living fountains of waters ; and God 
shall wipe away all tears from their eyes. 

May 25. — We were talking of Mrs. Campbell, and 

of her blessed life and blessed death. Helen said it dis- 
couraged and troubled her to see and hear such things. 

" The last time I saw her when she was able to con- 
verse," said she, " I told her that when I reflected on my 
want of submission to God's will, I doubted whether I 
really could be His child. She said, in her gentle, sweet 
way: 

" ' Would you venture to resist His will, if you could? 
Would you really have your dear James back again in this 
world, if you could ? ' 

" * I would, I certainly would,' I said. 

" She returned, * I sometimes find it a help, when dull 

and cramped in my devotions, to say to myself: Suppose 

Christ should now appear before you, and you could see 

Him as he appeared to His disciples on earth, what would 

you say to Him? TViis^nii^^vaiXA^ aad I say what I 
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would say if He were visibly present. I do the same when 
a new sorrow threatens me. I imagine my Redeemer as 
coming personally to say to me, " For your sake I am a man 
of sorrows and acquainted with grief 5 now, for My sake 
give me this child, bear this burden, submit to this loss." 
Can I refuse Him ? Now, dear, he has really come thus to 
you, and asked you to show your love to Him, your faith 
in Him by giving him the most precious of your treasures. 
If He were here at this moment, and offered to restore it 
to you, would you dare to say, " Yea, Lord, I know, far 
better than Thou dost, what is good for him and good for 
me ; I will have him return to me, cost what it may ; in 
this world of uncertainties and disappointments I shall be 
sure of happiness in his society, and he will enjoy more 
here on earth with me than he could enjoy in the com- 
panionship of saints and angels and of the Lord Himself in 
heaven." Could you dare to say this?' Oh, Katy, what 
straits she drove me into 1 No, I could not dare to say 
that!" 

" Then, my darling little sister," I cried, " you will give 
up this struggle ? You will let God do what He will with 
his own ? " 

" I have to let Him," she replied ; " but I submit because 
I must." 

I looked at her gentle, pure face as she uttered these 
Nvords, and could only marvel at the strong will that had no 
expression there. 

" Tell me," she said, " do you think a real Christian can 
feel as I do ? For my part I doubt it. I doubt every- 
thing." 

"Doubt everything, but believe in Christ," I said. 
u Suppose, for argument's sake, you are not a Christian. 
You can become one now." The colour rose in her lovely 
face ; she clasped her hands together in a sort of ecstasy. 
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"Yes," she said, "I can." 

At last God had sent her the word she wanted. 

May 28. — Helen came to breakfast this morning in 

a simple white dress. I had not time to tell the children 
not to allude to it, so they began in chorus : 

" Why, Aunt Helen ! you have put on a white dress 1 " 

" Why, aunty, how queer you look ! " 

" Hurrah ! if she don't look like other folks ! * 

She bore it all with her usual gentleness ; or rather with a 
positive sweetness that captivated them as her negative 
patience had never done. I said nothing to her, nor did 
she to me till late in the day, when she came to me, and 
said: 

" Katy, God taught you what to say. All these years I 
have been tormenting myself with doubts as to whether I 
could be His child while so unable to say, * Thy will be 
done.' If you had said, ' Why, yes, you must be His child, 
for you professed yourself one a long time ago, and ever 
since have lived like one,' I should have remained as 
wretched as ever. As it is, a mountain has been rolled off 
my heart. Yes, if I was not his child yesterday, I can 
become one to-day; if I did not love Him then, I can 
begin now." 

I do not doubt that she was His child, yesterday, and 
last year, and years ago. But let her think what she 
pleases. A new life is opening before her; I believe it is to 
be a life of entire devotion to God, and that out of her 
sorrow there shall spring up a wondrous joy. 

Sept. 2, Sweet Briar Farm. — Ernest spent Sunday 

with us, and I have just driven him to the station, and seen 
him safely off. Things have prospered with us to such a 
degree that he has been t&\x&<ta%an£ enough to give me the 
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use, for the summer, of a bonnie little nag, and an anti- 
quated vehicle, and I have learned to drive. To be sure, I 
broke one of the shafts of the poor old thing the first time 
I ventured forth alone, and the other day nearly upset my 
cargo of children in a pond where I was silly enough to 
undertake to water my horse. But Ernest, as usual, had 
patience with me, and begged me to spend as much time as 
possible in driving about with the children. It is a new 
experience, and I enjoy it quite as much as he hoped I 
should. Helen is not with us; she has spent the whole 
summer with Martha; for Martha, poor thing, is suffering 
terribly from rheumatism, and is almost entirely helpless. I 
am so sorry for her; after so many years of vigorous health, 
how hard it must be to endure this pain. With this draw- 
back we have had a delightful summer; not one sick day 
nor one sick night With no baby to keep me awake, I 
sleep straight through, as Raymond says, and wake in the 
morning refreshed and cheerful. We shall have to go home 
soon; how cruel it seems to bring up children in a great 
city ! Yet what can be done about it ? Wherever there are 
men and women there must be children ; what a howling 
wilderness either city or country would be without them ? 

The only drawback on my felicity is the separation from 
Ernest, which becomes more painful every year to us both. 
God has blessed our married life; it has had its waves and 
its billows, but, thanks be unto Him, it has at last settled 
down into a calm sea of untroubled peace. While I was 
secretly upbraiding my dear husband for giving so much 
attention to his profession as to neglect me and my children, 
he was becoming, every day, more the ideal of a physician, 
cool, calm, thoughtful, studious, ready .to sacrifice his life at 
any moment in the interests of humanity. How often I 
have mistaken his preoccupied air for indifference; how 
many times I have inwardly accused him of coldness, when 
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his whole heart and soul were filled with the grave problem 
of life, aye, and of death likewise ! 

But we understand each other now, and I am sure that 
God dealt wisely and kindly with us when he brought 
together two such opposite natures. No man of my vehe- 
ment nature could have borne with me as Ernest has done, 
and if he had married a woman as calm, as undemon- 
strative as himself, what a strange home his would have 
been for the nurture of little children ! But the heart was 
in him, and only wanted to be waked up, and my life has 
called forth music from his. Ah, there are no partings and 
meetings now that leave discords in the remembrance, no 
neglected birthdays, no forgotten courtesies ! It is beautiful 
to see the thoughtful brow relax in presence of wife and 
children, and to know that ours is, at last, the happy home 
I so long sighed for. Is the change all in Ernest ? . Is it 
not possible that I have grown more reasonable, less childish 
and aggravating? 

We are at a farm-house; everything is plain, but neat and 
nice. I asked Mrs. Brown, our hostess, the other day, if she 
did not envy me my four little pets; she smiled, said they 
were the best children she ever saw, and that it was well to 
have a family if you have means to start them in the world; 
for her part, she lived from hand to mouth as it was, and 
was sure she could never stand the worry and care of a 
house full of young ones. 

" But the worry and care is only half the story," I said. 
"The other half is pure joy and delight." 

"Perhaps so, to people that are well-to-do," she re- 
plied ; " but to poor folks, driven to death as we are, its 
another thing. I was telling him yesterday»what a mercy 
it was there wasn't any young ones round under my feet, 
and I could take city boarders, and help work off the 
mortgage on the farm." 
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"And what did your husband say to that?" 

"Well, he said we were young and hearty, and there was 
no such tearing hurry about the mortgage, and that he'd 
give his right hand to have a couple of boys like yours." 

"Well?" 

" Why, I said supposing we had a couple of boys, they 
wouldn't be like yours, dressed to look genteel and to have 
their genteel ways; but a pair of wild colts, into everything, 
tearing their clothes off their backs, and wasting faster than 
we could earn. He said 'twasn't the clothes, 'twas the flesh 
and blood he wanted, and 'twasn't no use to argufy about 
it; a man that hadn't got any children wasn't mor'n half a 
man. ' Well,' says I, ' supposing you had a pack of 'em, 
what have you got to give 'em ! ' ' Jest exactly what my 
father and mother gave me,' says he; 'two hands to earn 
their bread with, and a welcome you could have heard from 
Dan to Beersheba.' " 

" I like to hear that ! " I said. " And I hope many such 
welcomes will resound in this house. Suppose money does 
come in while little goes out; suppose you get possession 
of the whole farm; what then ? Who will enjoy it with you? 
Who will you leave it to when you die ? And in your old 
age who will care for you ? " 

" You seem awful earnest," she said. 

"Yes, I am in earnest. I want to see little children 
adorning every home, as flowers adorn every meadow and 
every way-side. I want to see them welcomed to the 
homes they enter, to see their parents grow less and less 
selfish, and more and more loving, because they have come. 
I want to see God's precious gifts accepted, not frowned 
upon and refused." 

Mr. Brown came in, so I could say no more. But my 
heart warmed towards him, as I looked at his frank, good- 
humoured face, and I should h&ve been glad to give him 

V 
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the right hand of fellowship. As it was, I could only say a 
word or two about the beauty of his farm, and the scenery 
of this whole region. 

"Yes," he said, gratified that I appreciated his fields and 
groves, " it is a tormented pretty-laying farm. Part of it 
was her father's, and part of it was my father's; there ain't 
another like it in the country. As to the scenery, I don't 
know as I ever looked at it; city folks talk a good deal 
about it, but they've nothing to do but look round." Walter 
came trotting in on two bare, white feet, and with his shoes 
in his hand. He had had his nap, felt as bright and fresh 
as he looked rosy, and I did not wonder at Mr. Brown's 
catching him up and clasping his sunburnt arms about the 
little fellow, and pressing him against the warm heart that 
yearned for nestlings of its own. 

Sept. 23. — Home again, and full of the thousand 



cares that follow the summer and precede the winter. But 
let mothers and wives fret as they will, they enjoy these 
labours of love, and would feel lost without them. For 
what amount of leisure, ease, and comfort would I exchange 
husband and children and this busy home? 

Martha is better, and Helen has come back to us. 1 
don't know how we have lived without her so long. Her 
life seems necessary to the completion of every one of ours. 
Some others have fancied it necessary to the completion ot 
theirs, but she has not agreed with them. We are glad 
enough to keep her, and yet I hope the day will come when 
she, so worthy of it, will taste the sweet joys of wifehood 
and motherhood. 

January 1, 1853. — It is not always so easy to 

practise as it is to preach. I can see, in my wisdom, forty 
reasons for having four children and no more. The comfor 
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of sleeping in peace, of having a little time to read, and to 
keep on with my music; strength with which to look after 
Ernest's poor people when they are sick; and, to tell the 
truth, strength to be bright and fresh and lovable to him — 
all these little joys have been growing very precious to me, 
and now I must give them up. I want to do it cheerfully 
and without a frown. But I find I love to have my own 
way, and that at the very moment I was asking God to 
appoint my work for me, I was secretly marking it out for 
myself. It is mortifying to find my will less in harmony 
with His than I thought it was, and that I want to prescribe 
to Him how I shall spend the time, and the health and the 
strength which are His, not mine. But I will not rest till 
this struggle is over; till I can say, with a smile, " Not my 
will ! Not my will ! But thine ! " 

We have been, this winter, one of the happiest families 
on earth. Our love to each other, Ernest's and mine, 
though not perfect — nothing on earth is — has grown less 
selfish, more Christ-like; it has been sanctified by prayer 
and by the sorrows we have borne together. Then the 
children have been well and happy, and the source pf almost 
unmitigated joy and comfort. And Helen's presence in 
this home, her sisterly affection, her patience with the 
children and her influence over them, is a benediction for 
which I cannot be thankful enough. How delightful it is 
to have a sister ! I think it is not often the case that own 
sisters have such perfect Christian sympathy With each 
other as we have. Ever since the day she ceased to 
tormenj: herself with the fear that she was not a child of 
God, and laid aside the sombre garments she had worn so 
long, she has had a peace that has hardly known a cloud. 
She says, in a note written me about the time : 

" I want you to know, my darling sister, that the despond- 
ency that made my affliction so hard to bear, fled before 
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those words of yours, which, as I have already told you, 
God taught you to speak. I do not know whether T : was 
really His child, at the time, or not. I had certainly had an 
experience very different from yours; prayer had never been 
much more to me than a duty ; and I had never felt the 
sweetness of that harmony between God and the human soul, 
that I now know can take away all the bitterness from the 
cup of sorrow. I knew — who can help knowing it, tbat 
reads God's word? — that He required submission from His 
children, and that His children gave it, no matter what k 
cost. The Bible is full of beautiful expressions of it ; so are 
our hymns ; so are the written lives of all good men ^uid 
good women ; I have seen it in you, my dear Katy, at the 
very moment you were accusing yourself of the want of it. 
Entire oneness of the will with the Divine Will, seemed to 
me to be the law and the gospel of the Christian life ; and 
this evidence of a renewed nature I found wanting ifi my- 
self. At any moment during the three years following 
James's death, I would have snatched him away from God, 
if I could; I was miserably lonely and desolate without him, 
not merely because he had been so much to me, but because 
his loss revealed to me the distance between Christ and my 
soul. All I could do was to go on praying, year after year, 
in a dreary, hopeless way, that I might learn to sajr, as David 
did, 'I opened not my mouth because Thou didst it' W}ien 
you suggested that. instead of trying to find out whether I 
had loved God I should begin to love Him now, light broke 
in upon my soul ; I gave myself to Him that instant; and 
as soon as I could get away by myself I fell upon mylcriees, 
and gave myself up to the sense of His sovereignty for the 
first time in my life. Then, too, I looked at my light afflic- 
tion, arid at the 'weight of his glory/ side by side, and 
thanked Him that through the one He had revealed to me 
the other. Katy, I know the human heart is deceitful above 
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all tilings, but I think it would be a dishonour to God, to 
doubt 4hatJKe then revealed Himself to me as He doth not 
to the world, and that the sweet peace I then found in 
yielding to Him, will be more or less mine so long as I live. 
Ofa, if all sufferers could learn what I have learned ! That 
every- broken heart could be healed as mine has been healed ! 
My precious sister, cannot we make this one part of our 
Amission on earth, to pray for every sorrow-stricken soul, and 
whenever we have influence over such, to lead it to honour 
God by instant obedience to His will, whatever that will 
may be ? I have dishonoured Him by years of rebellious, 
carefully nursed sorrow ; I want to honour Him now by years 
of resignation and grateful joy." 

Reading this letter over in my present mood has done me 
good. . More beautiful faith in God than Helen's I have 
never seen ; let me have it, too. May this prayer, which, 
under the inspiration of the moment, I can offer without a 
misgiving, become the habitual, deep-seated desire of my 
Soul 

. ■** Bring into captivity every thought to the obedience of 
Christ. Take what I cannot give: my heart, body, thoughts, 
time, abilities, money, health, strength, nights, days, youth, 
age, and spend them in Thy service, O my crucified Master, 
Redeemer, God. Oh, let not these be mere words ! Whom 
have I in heaven but Thee ? and there is none upon earth 
that I desire in comparison of Thee. My hear}; is athirst for 
God, for the living God. When shall I come and appear 
before God?" 



XXVII. 

August I. 

I HAVE just written to Mrs. Brown to know whether she 
will take us for the rest of the summer. A certain 
little man, not a very old little man, either, has kept us in 
town till now. Since he has come, we are all very glad of 
him, though he came on his own invitation, brought no 
wardrobe with him, does not pay for his board, never speaks 
a word, takes no notice of us, and wants more waiting on 
than, anyone else in the house. The children are full of 
delicious curiosity about him, and overwhelm him with 
presents of the most heterogeneous character. 

Aug. 9, Sweetbriar Farm. — We got here this after- 
noon, bag and baggage. I had not said a word to Mrs. 
Brown about the addition to our family circle, knowing 
she had plenty of room, and as we alighted from the car- 
riage, I snatched my baby from his nurse's arms and ran 
gaily up the walk with him in mine. " If this splendid 
fellow doesn't convert her, nothing will/' I said to myself. 
At that instant what should I see but Mrs. Brown, running 
to meet me with a boy in her arms exactly like Mr. Brown, 
only not quite six feet long, and not yet sun-burnt. 

" There I" I cried, holding up my little old man. 

"There !" said she, holding up hers. 

We laughed till we cried ; she took my baby and I took 
hers; after looking at him I liked mine better than ever; 
after looking at mine she was perfectly satisfied with hers. 
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We got into the house at last; that is to say, we mothers 
did ; the children darted through . it and out of the door 
that led to the fields and woods, and vanished in the 
twinkling of an eye. 

Mrs. Brown had always been a pretty woman, with bright 
eyes, shining, well-kept hair, and a colour in her cheeks 
like the rose which had given its name to her farm. But 
there was now a new beauty in her face ; the mysterious 
and sacred sufferings of maternity had given it thought and 
feeling. 

" I had no idea I should be so fond of a baby," she said, 
kissing it, whenever she stopped to put in a comma ; " but 
I don't know how J ever got along without one. He's off 
at work nearly the whole day, and when I had got through 
all mine, and had put on my afternoon dress, and was 
ready to sit down, you can't think how lonesome it was* 
But now, by the time I am dressed, baby is ready to go out 
and get the air ; he knows the minute he sees me bring out 
his little hat that he is going to see his father, and he's 
awful fond of his father. Though that isn't so strange, 
either, for his father's awful fond of him. All his little 
ways are so pretty, and he never cries unless he's hungry or 
tired. Tell mother a pretty story now ; yes, mother hears, 
bless his little heart !" 

Then when Mr. Brown came home to his supper his 
face was a sight to see, as he caught sight of me at' my 
open window, and came to it with the child's white arms 
clinging to his neck, looking as happy 'and as bashful as 
a girl. 

" You see she must needs go to quartering this bouncing 
young one on to me," he said, " as if I didn't have to work 
hard enough before. Well, maybe he'll get his feed off the 
farm; we'll see what we can do." 

u Mamma," Una whispered, as he went off with his fac- 
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simile, to kiss it rapturously behind a wood-pile, " do you 
think Mrs. Brown's baby very pretty." 

Which was so mild a way of suggesting the fact of the 
case, that I kissed her without trying to hide my amusement. 

«? 

Aug. 10. — After being cooped up in town so large a 

part of the summer, the children are nearly wild with 
delight at being in the country once more. Even our 
demure Una skips about with a buoyancy I have never 
seen in her ; she never has her ill turns when out of the 
city, and I wish, for her sake, that we could always live 
here. As to Raymond and/Walter, I never pretend to see 
them except at their meals and their bed time ; they just 
live out of doors, following the men at their work, asking 
all manner of absurd questions, which Mr. Brown reports to 
me every night, with shouts of delighted laughter. Two 
gay and gladsome boys they are ; really good without being 
priggish ; I don't think I could stand that. People ask me 
how it happens that my children are all so promptly 
obedient and so happy. As if it chanced that some parents 
have such children, or chanced that some have not ! I am 
afraid it is only too true, as some one has remarked, that 
" this is the age of obedient parents/' What then will be 
the future of their children ? How can they yield to God 
who have never been taught to yield to human authority? 
And how well fitted will they be to rule their own house- 
holds who have never learned to rule themselves ? 

Aug. 31. — This has been one of those cold, dismal, 

rainy days which are not unfrequent during the month of 
August. So the children have been obliged to give up the 
open air, of which they are so fond, and fall back upon 
what entertainment could be found within the house. I 
have read to them the little journal I kept during the whole 
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life of the brother I am not willing they should forget 
His quaint and sagacious sayings were delicious to them ; 
the history of his first steps, his first words sounded to them 
like a fairy tale. And the story of his last steps, his last 
words on earth, had for them such a tender charm, that 
there was a cry of disappointment from them all, when I 
closed the little book, and told them we should have to wait 
till we got to heaven before we could know anything more 
about his precious life. 

How thankful I am that I kept this journal, and that I 
have almost as charming ones about most of my other 
children! What I speedily forgot, amid the pressure of 
cares, and of new events, is safely written down, and will 
be the source of endless pleasure to them long after the 
hand that wrote has ceased from its labours, and lies in- 
active and at rest. 

September 1. — This baby of mine is certainly the 

sweetest and best I ever had. I feel an inexpressible 
tenderness for it which I cannot quite explain to myself, for 
I have loved them all dearly, most dearly. Perhaps it is so 
with all mothers ; perhaps they all grow more loving, more 
forbearing, more patient as they grow older, and yearn over 
these helpless little ones with an ever-increasing, yet 
chastened delight. One cannot help sheltering their tender 
infancy, who will so soon pass forth to fight the battle of 
life, each one waging an invisible warfare against invisible 
foes. How thankfully we would fight it for them if we 
might! 

September 20. — The mornings and evenings are very 

cool now, while in the middle of the day it is quite hot. 
Ernest comes to see us very often, under the pretence that 
he can't trust me with so young a baby ! He is so tender 
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and thoughtful, and spoils me so, that this world is very 
bright to me ; I am a little jealous of it ; I don't want to be 
so happy in Ernest, or in my children, as to forget for one 
instant that I am a pilgrim and a stranger on earth. 

Evening. — There is no danger that I shall. Ernest 

suddenly made his appearance to-night, and in a great burst 
of distress quite unlike anything I ever saw in him, revealed 
to me that he had been feeling the greatest anxiety about 
me ever since the baby came. , It is all nonsense. I cough, 
to be sure ; but that is owing to the varying temperature we 
always have at this season. I shall get over it as soon as 
we get home, I daresay. 

But suppose I should not; what then? Could I leave 
this precious little flock, uncared for, untended ? Have I 
faith to believe that if God calls me away from them, it will 
be in love to them? I do not know. The thought ot 
getting away from the sin that so easily besets me, is very 
delightful, and I have enjoyed so many such foretastes of 
the bliss of heaven that I know I should be happy there ; 
but then, my children, all of them under twelve years old ! 
I will not choose, I dare not. 

My married life has been a beautiful one. It is true that 
sin and folly, and sickness and sorrow, have marred its per- 
fection, but it has been adorned by a love which has never 
faltered. My faults have never alienated Ernest ; his faults — 
for like other human beings he has them— rhave never over- 
come my love to him. This has been the gift of God in 
answer to our constant prayer, that whatever other bereave- 
ment we might have to suffer, we might never be bereft of 
His benediction. It has been the glad secret of a happy 
marriage, and I wish I could teach it to every human being 
who enters upon a state that must bring with it the depth ot 
misery, or life's most sacred and mysterious joy. 
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— October 6. — Ernest has let me stay here to see the 
autumnal foliage in its ravishing beauty, for the first, perhaps 
for the last time. The woods and fields and groves are 
lighting up my very soul ! It seems as if autumn had 
caught the inspiration, and the glow of summer had hidden 
its floral beauty, its gorgeous sunsets and its bow of promise 
in its heart of hearts, and was now flashing it forth upon the 
world with a lavish and opulent hand. I can hardly tear 
myself away, and return to the prose of city life. But 
Ernest has come for us, and is eager to get us home before 
colder weather. I laugh at his anxiety about his old wife. 
Why need he fancy that this trifling cough is not to give 
way as it has often done before? Dear Ernest 1 I never 
knew that he loved me so. 

October 31. — Ernest's fear that he had let me stay 

too long in the country does not seem to be justified. We 
went so late that I wanted to indulge the children by stay- 
ing late. So we have only just got home. I feel about as 
well as usual j it is true I have a little soreness about the 
chest, but it does not signify anything. 

I never was so happy in my husband and children, in 
other words in" my home, as I am now. Life looks very 
attractive. I am gldd that I am going to get well. 

But Ernest watches me carefully, and wants me, as a 
precautionary measure, to give up music, writing, sewing, 
and painting — the very things that occupy me ! — and lead 
an idle, useless life, for a time. I cannot refuse what he 
asks so tenderly, and as a personal favour to himself. Yet 
I should like to fill the few remaining pages of my journal; 

I never like to leave things incomplete. 

• 

— June 1, 1858.— I wrote, that seven years ago, little 
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dreaming how long it would be before I should use a pen. 
Seven happy years ago ! 

I suppose that some who have known what my o u t ward 
life has been during this period, would think of me as a mere 
object of pity. There has certainly been suffering and 
deprivation enough to justify the sympathy of my dear 
husband and children, and the large circle of friends who 
have rallied about us. How lktle we knew we had so many 1 

God has dealt very tenderly with me. I was not stricken 
down by sudden disease, nor were the things I delighted m 
all taken away at once. There was a gradual loss of strength 
and gradual increase of suffering, and it was only by 
degrees that I was asked to give up the employments in 
which I delighted, my household duties, my visits to the 
sick and suffering, the society of beloved friends. Perhaps 
Ernest perceived and felt my deprivations sooner than 
I did; his sympathy always seemed to out-run my dis- 
appointments. When I compare him, as he is now, with 
what he was when I first knew him, I bless God for all 
the precious lessons He has taught him at my cost There 
is a tenacity and persistence about his love for me that has 
made these years almost as wearisome to him as they have 
been to me. As to myself, if I had been told what I was to 
learn through these protracted sufferings, I am afraid I should 
have shrunk back in terror, and so have lost all the sweet ; 
lessons God proposed to teach me. As it is, He has led me f 
on, step by step, answering my prayers in His own way ;■ 
and I cannot bear to have a single human being doubt 
that it has been a perfect way. I love andttdore it fust at 
it is. 

Perhaps suspense has been one of the most trying feature* 
of my case. Just as I have unclasped my hand from my 
dear Ernest's ; just as I have let go my almost frantic hold 
of my darling children ; just as heaven opened before me/ 
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and I fancied my weariness over and my wanderings done ; 
just then almost every alarming symptom would disappear, 
and life recall me from the threshold of heaven itself. Thus 
X have been emptied from vessel to vessel, till I have learned 
that he only is truly happy who has no longer a choice of 
his* own, and lies passive in God's hand. 
. Even now, no one' can foretell the issue of this sickness. 
We live a day at a time, not knowing what shall be on the 
paorrow. But whether I live or die, my happiness is secure, 
a*d so, I Relieve, is that of my beloved ones. This is a 
true picture of our home : 

A sick-room fulfof the suffering that ravages the body, 
but cannot touch the soul. A worn, wasting mother minis- * 
tered unto by a devoted, saintly husband, and by unselfish, 
Christian children. Some of tfee peace of God, if not all 
of it, shines in every face, is heard in every tone. It is a 
home that typifies and foreshadows the home that is perfect 
•and eternal 

: Our dear Helen has been given us for this emergency. Is 
it not strange that seeing our domestic life should have 
awakened in her some yearnings for a home and a heart and 
children of her own. She has said that there was a weary 
point in her life when she made up her mind that she was 
never to know these joys. But she accepted her lot grace- 
fully. I do not know any other word that describes so well 
the beautiful offering she made of her life, first to God, and 
then to us. He accepted it, and has given her all the cares 
and responsibilities of domestic life, without the transcend- 
ent joys that sustain the wife and the mother. She has 
been all in all to our children, and God has been all in all 
to her. And she is happy in His service and in our love. 

. June 13.— It took me nearly two weeks to write 

the above, at intervals, as my strength allowed. Ernest 
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has consented to my finishing this volume, of which so few 
pages yet remain. And he let me see a dear old friend 
who came all the way from my native town to see me — 
Dr. Eaton, our family physician as long as I could remem- 
ber. He is of an advanced age, but full of vigour, his eye 
bright, and with a healthful glow on his cheek. But he says 
he is waiting and longing for his summons home. About 
that home we had a delightful talk together that did my 
very heart good. Then he made me tell him about this 
long sickness and the years of frail health and some of the 
sorrows through which I had toiled. 

"Ah, these lovely children are explained now," he said. 

" Do you really think," I asked, " that it has been good 
for my children to have a feeble, afflicted mother ? " 

" Yes, I really think so. A disciplined mother — disci 1 - 
plined children." 

This comforting thought is one of the last drops in a cup 
of felicity already full. 

June 20. — Another Sunday, and all at church except 

my darling Una, who keeps watch over her mother. These 
Sundays, when I have had them each alone in turn, have 
been blessed days to them and to me. Surely this is some 
compensation for what they lose in me of health and vigour. 
I know the state of each soul, as far as it can be known, and 
have every reason to believe that my children all love my 
Saviour, and are trying to live for Him. I have learned, at 
last, not to despise the day of small things, to cherish the 
tenderest blossom, and to expect my dear ones to be im- 
perfect before they become perfect Christians. 

Una is a sweet, composed young girl, now eighteen years 
old, and what can I say more of the love her brothers bear 
her thin this : they never tease het\ She has long ceased 
asking why she must have delicate health when so many 
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others of her age are full of animal life and vigour, but 
stands in her lot and place, doing what she can, suffering 
what she must, with a meekness that makes her lovely in 
my eyes, and that, I am sure, unites her closely to Christ. 

June 27. — It was Raymond's turn to stay with me 

to-day. He opened his heart to me more freely than he had 
ever done before. 

" Mamma," he began, " if papa is willing, I have made up 
my mind — that is to say, if I ever get decently good — to go 
on a mission." 
I said, playfully, "And mamma's consentisnot to be asked ?** 

" No," he said, getting hold of what there is left of my 
hand ; " I know you wouldn't say a word. Don't yoii 
remember telling me once, when I was a little boy, that I 
might go, and welcome?" 

"And don't you remember," I returned, "that you cried 
for joy, and then relieved your mind still further, by walking 
on your hands, with your feet in the air ? " 

We both laughed heartily at this remembrance, and then 
I said : 

" My dear boy, you know your father's plan for you ? " 

" Yes, I know he expects me to study with him, and take 
his place in the world." 

" And it is a very important place." 

His countenance fell, as he fancied I was not entering 
heartily into his wishes. 

" Dear Raymond," I went on, " I gave you to God long 
before you gave yourself to Him. If He can make you 
useful in your own, or in other lands, I bless His name. 
Whether I live to see you a man, or not, I hope you will 
work in the Lord's vineyard, wherever He calls. I never 
asked anything for you but usefulness, in all my prayers for 
you ; never once." His ey&s filled with tears ; he kissed me, 
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and walked away to the window, to compose himself. My 
poor, dear, lovable, loving boy ! He has all his mother's 
trials and struggles to contend with ; but what matters it if 
they bring him the same peace ? 

June 30. — Everybody wonders to see me once 

more interested in my long-closed journal, and becoming 
able to see the dear friends from whom I have been, in a 
measure, cut off. We cannot ask the meaning of- this 
remarkable increase of strength. 

I have no wish to choose. But I have come to the last 
page of my Journal, and living or dyiDg, shall write ib this 
volume no more. It closes upon a life of much childish- 
ness and great sinfulness, whose records make me blush 
with shame, but I no longer need to relieve my heart with 
seeking sympathy in its unconscious pages, nor do I believe 
it well to go on analyzing it as I have done I have had 
large experience of both joy and sorrow ; I have seen the 
nakedness and the emptiness, and I have seen the beauty 
and sweetness of life. What I have to say now, let me Say 
to Jesus. What time and strength I used to spend in 
writing here, let me now spend in praying for all men ; for 
all sufferers, for all who are out of the way, for all whom 
riove. And their name is Legion, for I love everybody. 

Yes, I love everybody ! That crowning joy has come to 
me at last. Christ is in my soul ; He is mine ; I am as 
conscious of it as that my husband and children are mine; 
and His Spirit flows forth from mine in the calm peace at 
a river, whose banks are green with grass, and glad with 
flowers. If I die, it will be to leave a wearied and worn 
body, and a sinful soul, to go joyfully to be with Christ; 
to weary and to sin no more. If I live, I shall find much 
blessed work to do for Him. So living or dying, I shall be 
the Lord's. 
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But I wish, oh ! how earnestly, that whether I go or stay, 
I could inspire some lives with the joy that is now mine. 
For miny years I have been rich in faith ; rich in an un- 
faltering confidence that I was beloved of my God and 
Saviour. But something was wanting; I was ever groping 
for a mysterious grace, the want of which made me often 
sorrowful in the very midst of my most sacred joy, imperfect 
when I most longed for perfection. It was that personal 
love to Christ of which my precious mother so often spoke 
to me, which she often urged me to seek upon my knees. 
If I had known then, as I now know, what this priceless 
treasure could be to a sinful human soul, I would have sold 
all that I had to buy the field wherein it lay hidden. But 
not till I was shut up to prayer and to the study of God's 
word by the loss of earthly joys, sickness destroying the 
flavour of them all, did I begin to penetrate the mystery 
that is learned under the cross. And wondrous as it is, 
how simple is this mystery ! To love Christ, and to know 
that I love Him — this is all ! 

And when I entered upon the sacred yet oft-times 
homely duties of married life, if this love had been mine, 
how would that life have been transfigured! The petty 
faults of my husband under which I chafed, would not have 
moved me ; I should have welcomed Martha and her father 
to my home and made them happy there ; I should have 
had no conflicts with my servants, shown no petulance to 
my children. For it would not have been I who spoke 
and acted, but Christ who lived in me. 

Alas! I have had less than seven years in which to 
atone for a sinful, wasted past, and to live a new and a 
Christ-like life. If I am to have yet more, thanks be to 
Him who has given me the victory, that life will be Love. 
Not the love that rests in the contemplation and adoration 

x 
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of its object; but the love that gladdens, sweetens, solaces 
other lives. 



O gift of gifts ! O grace of faith! 

My God ! how can it be 
That Thou, who hast discerning love, 

Shouldst give that gift to me? 

How many hearts thou mightst have had, 

More innocent than mine ! 
How many souls more worthy far 

Of that sweet touch of Thine ! 

Oh, grace ! into unlikeliest hearts 

It is thy boast to come, 
The glory of thy light to find 

In darkest spots a home. 

Oh, happy, happy, that I am ! 

If thou canst be, O faith, 
The treasure that thou art in life, 

What wilt thou be in death? 



THE END, 
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Schnick-Schnack. Trifles for the Little Ones. With 

Coloured Plates. Small 4to, cloth. 

Watts* Divine and Moral Songs. With 108 Wood- 
cuts, engraved by Cooper. 

Original Poems for Infant Minds. By Jane and 

A. Taylor. With Original Illustrations by the Best Artists, en- 
graved by J. D. Cooper. 

Little Lays for Little Folk. Selected by T. G. 

Watts. With Original Illustrations by the best living Artists, 
engraved by J. D. Cooper. <|to, cloth, gilt edges. 

Sing-Song. A Nursery Rhyme-Book. By Christina 
G. Rossetti. With z3o Illustrations by Arthur Hughes, 
engraved by the Brothers Dalziel. 

The Picture Book of Reptiles, Fishes, and In- 
sects. By the Rev. J. G. Wood, M.A. With 350 Illustrations. 
4to, cloth. 

Birds. By the Rev. J. G. 

Wood, M.A. With 343 Illustrations. 4to, cloth. 



Mammalia. By the Rev. J. 



C. Wood, M.A. With 350 Illustrations. 4to, cloth. 



i 



6 George Routledge & Sons' Juvenile Books. 



Edited by the Rev. R. A. Willmott. 

Illustrated by Foster, GiCBbrt, Corbould, Franklin, and 
Harvey, elegantly printed on good paper, leap. 8vo, 
• gilt edges, bevelled boards. 

501. Spenser's Faerie Queen. Illustrated by Cor- 
bould. 

2. Chaucer's Canterbury Tales. Illustrated by 

Corbould. 

3. Kirke White. By Southey. Illustrated by 

Birkbt Foster. 

4. Southey's Joan of Arc, and Minor Poems. 

6. Pope's Poetical Works. Edited by Cary. 

7. Milton's Poetical Works. Illustrated by Har- 

vey. 

8. Thomson, Beattie, and West. Illustrated by 

Birkbt Foster. • 

10. Herbert. With Life and Notes by the Rev. R. A. 

Willmott. 

12. Cowper. Illustrated by Birket Foster. Edited 

j by Willmott. 

1 13. Longfellow's Complete Poetical Works. With 

Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo. 

14. Longfellow's Prose Works. Fcap. 8vo. 

16. Burns' Poetical Works. Illustrated by John 
Gilbert. 

17. Fairfax's Tasso's Jerusalem Delivered. Il- 
lustrated by Corbould. 

18. Percy's Reliques of Ancient English Poetry. 

19. Scott's Poetical Works. Illustrated by Cor- 
bould. 

21. Wordsworth. Illustrated by Birket Foster. 

22. Crab be. Illustrated by Birket Foster. 

25. Moore's Poems. Illustrated by Corbould, &c. 

26. Byron's Poems. Illustrated by Gilbert, Wolf, 
Foster, &c 

29. Bennett's Poetical Works. Portrait and Illus- 
trations. 



London and New York. 
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3*. 
32. 

33- 
36. 
37. 



Campbell's Poetical Works. 
Hakvey. 



s.d. 
Illustrated by W. 5 o 



Lover's Poetical Works. 
Rogers' Poetical Works. 
Dry den's Poetical Works. 
Mrs. Hemans' Poems. 



With a Portrait 
With a Portrait. 
With a Portrait, &c. 



In fcap. 8vo and post 8vo, Illustrated by Gilbert, Harvey, 
Foster, and Zwkcker, gilt. 



Marryafs Children of the 

New Forest 
Marryafs Little Savage. 
Lilian's Golden Hours, By 

Silverpen. 
Boy's Treasury of Sports 

and Pastimes. 
The Queens of Society, 
The Wits and Beaux of 

Society. 
Entertaining Knowledge, 
Pleasant Tales. 
Extraordinary Men and 

InrOmen. 

Dora and her Papa, By 
the Author of " Lilian's Golden 
Hours." 

Great Battles of the British 
Army. 

The Prince of the House of 

David. 
The Pillar of Fire. 
The Throne of David. 
TheStoryoftheReformation. 

ByD'Aubigne. 
Popular Astronomy and 

Orbs of Heaven. 
Once upon a Time. By 

Charles Knight. 
White's History of England. 
The Spectator, Gilt edges. 



By the 



The Winborough Boys. By e o 
the Rev. H. C. Adams. J 

The Prairie Bird, 
Hon. C. Murray. 

The Great Sieges of History . 
With Coloured Plates. 

Cooper's Leatherstocking 
Tales* 

Great Battles of the British 
Navy. With Coloured Plates. 

Memoirs of Great Com- 
manders. With Coloured 
Plates. 

The Playfellow. By Har- 
riet Martmeau. With Coloured 
Plates. 

The Family ArabianNights. 
With Coloured Plates. 

The Adventures of Robin 
Hood. With Coloured Plates. 

Holiday Stories. By Lady 
Barker. 

Half Hours with the Best 
Letter Writers By Charles 
Knight. 

Characteristics of Women. 
By Mrs. Jameson. 

Royal Princesses of Eng- 
land. 

What Men Jiave Said about 
Women. 



s"^- 



8 George Routledge & Sons' Juvenile Books. 



A New Series op Juvenile Works. 

All well Illustrated, and bound in an entirely New Binding, 
expressly designed for them. 

s j List of the Series. 



6 The Orville College Boys. 

By Mrs. Henry Wood. 
Wonderful Inventions, By 

John Tirabs. 
ALsop's Fables. With Plates 

by H. Weir. 
The Illustrated Girl's Owti 

Treasury. 
The Boy's Chun Country 

Book. By Miller. 
The Forest Ranger. By 

Major Campbell. 
Pleasures of Old Age. 



Tales upon Texts. By the 

Rev. H. C. Adams. 
Pictures from Nature. By 

Mary Howitt. 
Stephen Scudamore the 

Younger. By A. Locker. 
Hunting Grounds of the 

Old World. 
Watch the End. By 

Thomas Miller. 
Last Hours of Great Men. 
Robinson Crusoe. With 

300 Plates. 



In fcap. 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, price 4s. each. 
4 ° Every Girl's Book. By Miss Lawford. With many 

Illustrations. 

Every Little Boy's Book. By Edmund Routledge. 

With many Illustrations. 



3|[tttU($t'* J$m |>qi& 

In cloth gilt, price 3s. 6d., beautifully printed on toned paper. 

3 6 Otto Speckter's Fables. With 100 Coloured Plates. 

A New Edition. 4to, cloth, gilt edges. 

Routledge's Sunday Album for Children. With 

80 Plates by J. D. Watson, Sir John Gilbert, and others. 

The Boys' and Girls' Illustrated Gift-Book. With 

many Illustrations by McConnell, Weir, and others. 

The Child's Picture Fable Book. With 60 Plates 
by Harrison Weir. 

The Coloured Album for Children. With 72 paces 

of Coloured Plates. ^* 

The Picture Book of the Sagacity of Animals. 

With 60 Plates by Harrison Weir. 
The Boys' Own Story Book. Many Illustrations. 



London and New York. 



s.d. 

Album for Children. With 180 page Plates by 3 6 
Millais, Sir John Gilbert, and others, imp. i6mo, cloth. 

Popular Nursery Tales. With 180 Illustrations by 
J. D. Watson and others. Imp. i6mo, cloth. 

Child's Picture Story Book. With 180 Plates. 

Imp. i6mo, cloth. 

A Picture Story Book. Containing "King Nut- 
cracker/' and other Tales. 300 Illustrations. Imp. i6mo, cloth. 

Mixing in Society. A Complete Manual of Manners. 
The Children's Bible Book. With 100 Illustrations, 

engraved by Dalziel. 

A Handy History of England for the Young. 

With z2o Illustrations, engraved by Dalziel. 
Child Life. With Plates by Oscar Pletsch. Gilt 
edges. 

Petsetilla's Posy. By Tom Hood. Plates by F. 

Barnard. Gilt edges. 
One by One. A Child's Book of Tales and Fables. 

With 50 Illustrations by Oscar Pletsch, and others. 
Rhyme and Reason. A Picture Book of Verses for 

Little Folks. With Illustrations by Wolf, and others. 

The Golden Harp. Hymns, Rhymes, and Songs 

for the Young. With 50 Illustrations. 

Gri set's Grotesques. With Rhymes by Tom Hood. 

Fancy boards. 

The Children's Poetry Book. With 16 Coloured 

Plates. Square, cloth. 

Out of the Heart: Spoken to the Little Ones. By 
Hans Andersen. With 16 Coloured Plates. Cloth. 

The Nursery Picture Book. With 630 Illustrations. 
Folio, boards. 

With Plates, (cap. 8vo, cloth gilt. 



The Boy Voyagers. 

The Castaways. 

The Young Nile Voyagers. 

The Boy Pilgrims. 

The Boy Foresters. 

Tom and the Crocodiles. 

Esperanza. 



The Young Exiles. 3 6 

The Bear Hunters. 

The Kangaroo Hunters. 

Young Yachtsman. 

Among the Tartar Tents. 

Clarissa. 

How to make the Best of It. 



io George Routledge & Sons' Juvenile Books. 



ROUTLEDGE'S 



With 8 Illustrations, fcap. 8vo, bevelled boards, gilt sides. 



d. 



3 6 Ancient Cities of the World. 
Great Cities of the Middle 

Ages. 
Robinson Crusoe, Coloured 

Plates. 
Sandford and Merton. 

Coloured Plates. 
Evenings at Home. Coloured 

Plates. 
Swiss Family Robinson. 

Coloured Plates. 
Edgeworth's Popular Tales. 

Coloured Plates. 
Moral 7 ales. 

Coloured Plates. 

Parents' 



As- 

sistant. Coloured Plates. 
Early Lessons. 

Coloured Plates. 
The Old Helmet. By the 

Author of "The Wide, Wide 

World." 



The Wide, Wide World. 
The Travels of Rolando. 

ist Series. 
Celebrated Children. 
Edgar Clifton. 
The Lamplighter. 
Melbourne House. 
Seven Wonders oftheWorld. 
Queechy. 
Ellen Montgomery's Book" 

shelf. 
The Two Schoolgirls. 
The Pilgrim's Progress. 
• With Coloured Plates. 
The Girl's Birthday Book. 

With many Illustrations. 
The Word; or, Walks from 

Eden. 
Glen Luna Family. 
Mabel Vaughan. 



ROUTLEDGE'S 



Foolscap 8vo, with Engravings, gilt. 



6 Hans Andersen 's Tales. 

Heroines of History. 

Sketches and Anecdotes of 
Animal Life. By Rev. J. G. 
Wood. 

Grimm's Home Stories. 

Animal Traits and Charac- 
teristics. By Rev. J. G.Wood. 

Wood's My Feathered 
Friends. 

White's Selborne. 200 cuts. 



The Four Sisters. 
The Golden Rule, 
Boyhood of Great Men. 
Footprints of Famous Men. 

By J. G. Edgar. 
Rev. J. G. Wood's Boy } s 

Own Natural History Book. 
Lillieslea. By Mary fiowitt. 
Heroines of Domestic Life. 
Tales of Charlton School. 

By the Rev. H. C. Adams. 



London and New York. 
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Three-and-Sixpenny Juveniles— continued. 



Schoolboy Honour, By Rev. 

H. C. Adams. 
Red Eric. By R. M. Bal- 
lantyne. 
Louis' School Days. 
IVUd Man of the West. By 

Ballantyne. 
Dashwood Priory. By E. 

J. May. 
Jbreaks on the Fells. By R. 

M. Ballantyne. 
Lamb's Tales from Shak- 

speare. 
Balderscourt; or, Holiday 

Tales. ByRev.H.C. Adams. 
Rob Roy. By James Grant. 
The Girl of the Family'. By 

the Author of "A Trap to 

Catch a Sunbeam." 
PaulGerrardythe CabinBoy. 

By Kingston. 
Johnny Jordan. By Mrs. 

Eiloart. 
Ernie Elton, at Home and 

at School. 
The Village Idol. By the 

Author of "A Trap to Catch 

a Sunbeam." 
Children of Blessing. By 

Author of **The Four Sisters." 
Lost among the Wild Men. 
Percy's Tales of the Kings 

of England. 
Boys of Beechwood. By 

Mrs. Eiloart 
Papa's Wise Dogs. 
Digby Heathcote. By King- 
ston. 
Hawthorne's Wonder Book. 
The Doctor's Ward. By the 

Author of " The Four Sisters. " 
Will Adams. By Dalton. 
Little Ladders to Learning. 

ist series. 

Ditto. 2nd series. 
The Child's Country Book. 

By T.Miller. Coloured Plates. 



t.d. 

The Child's Story Book. By 3 6 
T. Miller. Coloured Plates. 

Uncle Tom's Cabin. 

Tom Dutistone's Troubles. 
By Mrs. Eiloart. 

The Young Marooners. 

Influence. By the Author 
of " A Trap to Catch a Sun- 
beam." 

Jack of the Mill. By W. 
Howitt. 

Patience Strong. By the 
I Author of " TheGayworthys. " 
f Dick Rodney. By J. Grant. 
I Jack Manly. By J. Grant. 

Don Quixote. (Family Edi- 
tion.) 

Our Domestic Pets. By 
Rev. J. G.Wood. 

History for Boys. *By J. G. 
Edgar. 

Through Life and for Life. 

Saxelford. By E. J. May. 

Old Tales for the Young. 

Harry Hope's Holiday. 

Boy Life among the Indians. 

Old Saws new Set. By the 
Author of "A Trap to Catch 
a Sunbeam." 

Hollowdell Grange. 

May hew' s Wonders of 
Science. 

: Peasant - Boy 

Philosopher. 

Barford Bridge. By the 

Rev. H. C. Adams. 
Hie White Brunswickers. 

By Rev. H. C. Adams. 
A Boy's Adventures in the 

Wilds of Australia. ByW. 

Howitt. 
Tales of Walter's School 

Days. Bv Rev. H. C. Adams. 
The Path She Chose. By 

F. M. S. 
Little Women. By L. 

Alcott 



j 



LONDON: 

miNTED BY J. OGDEN AND CO., 

Z7a t ST. JOHN STRHKT, E-C. 



6E0R6E R0UTLED6E & SONS' 
JUVENILE- BOOKS. 



s.d. 

In small 4to, cloth gilt, price 8s. 6d., gilt edges 9s. 6d. 

Every Boy's Book. A New Edition. Edited by 8 6 

Edmund Routledge. A Complete Cyclopaedia of Sport and 
Recreation. With ioo Illustrations and 9 Coloured Plates. 



In 4to, cloth, and royal 8vo, gilt and gilt edces, price 7s. 6d. each, 
Illustrated by the best Artists. 

Homes and Haunts of the British Poets. By 7 6 

William Howitt. With many Illustrations. 

Little Barefoot. A Domestic Tale. By Bertiiold 

Auerbach. With many Illustrations. 

Household Tales and Fairy Stories. With 380 

Illustrations by J. D. Watson, Harrison Weir, and others. 
Christmas Carols. Set to Music. With Original 
Illustrations by the brothers Dalziel. 

Bonnechose's France. A New Edition, brought 

down to September, 1871. 

The Language of Flowers. By the Rev. Robert 

Tyas. With 12 pages of Coloured Plates by Kronheim. 

Longfellow's Poetical Works. With Plates by 

John Gilbert. Author's Complete Edition. Demy 8vo, cloth, 
gilt edges. 

National Nursery Rhymes. Set to Music by J. W. 

Elliot. With Original Illustrations, engraved by Dalziel 

Brothers. 
Naomi ; or, The Last Days of Jerusalem. By Mrs. 

Webb. With Steel Plates. Post 8vo, cloth, gilt edges. 
Poets 1 Corner. A Collection of the Best Poetry. 

Edited by J. C. M. Bellew. 923 pages, demy 8vo, cloth. 

Routledge's Coloured Scrap-Book. With many 

pages of Plates printed in Colours, folio, cloth. 
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*. d Two-Shilling Gift- Books— continued. 
2 o Sandford and Merton. 

Ernie Elton at School. 

John Hartley. 

Jack of all Trades. By T. 
Miller. 

The Wonder Book. 

Tanglewood Tales. 

Archie Blake. 

Inez and Emmeline. 

The Orphan of Waterloo. 

Maum Guinea. 

Adventures of Joseph Hawse- 
pipe. 

7 odd* s Lectures to Children. 

Marooner's Island. 

The Mayflower. By Mrs. 
Stowe. 

A nee dotes of Dogs. 

Mr. Rutherford's Children. 

The Play-Day Book. By 
Fanny Fern. With Coloured 
Plates. 

Emma. By Jane Austen. 

Mansfield Park. By Austen. 



Northanger Abbey. By 

Jane Austen. 
Pride and Prejudice. By 

Jane Austen. 
Sense and Sensibility. By 

Jane Austen. 
Village Sketches. By the 

Rev. C. T. Whitehead. 
The Boy's Reader. 
The Girl's Reader. 
Spider Spinnings. 
Stories for Sundays. By 

the Rev. H. C. Adams, ist 

series. 
Stories for Sundays. By 

Rev. H. C. Adams, and series. 
Adventures among the In- 
dians. 
Cousin Aleck. 
The Doctor's Birthday. By 

the Rev. H. C. Adams. 
Walter's Friend. By the 

Rev. H. C. Adams. 
Little Women. 1st series. 
Little Women. 2nd series. 



In 13 Books, fcap. 8vo, gilt, Is. 6d. each. 



I 6 The Red Shoes. 
The Silver Shilling. 
The Little Match- Girl. 
The Darning Needle. 
The Tinder Box. 
The Goloshes of Fortune. 
TheMarshKingsDaughter. 
The Wild Swans. 



Everything in its Right 

Place. 
Under the Willow Tree. 
The Old Church Bell. 
The Ice Maiden. 
The Will V the Wisp. 
Poultry Meg's Family. 
Put Off is Not Done with. 



Each Volume contains a variety of Tales, a Frontispiece in 
colours, and an average of 16 other Pictures, engraved by the 
Brothers Dalzibl. 



London and New York. 
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In square x6mo, cloth, with Illustrations by Gilbert, Absolon, &c. 



Peasant and Prince. By 

Harriet Martineau. 
Crofton Boys. By ditto. 
Feats on the Fiord. By da 
Settlers at Home. By ditto. 
Holiday Rambles ; or, The 

School Vacation. 
Little Dntmmer: A Tale 

of -the Russian War. 
Frank. By Maria Edge- 
worth. 
Rosamond. By Maria 

Edgeworth. 
Harry and Lucy, Little 

Dog Trusty, The Cherry 

Orchard, &c. 
A Hero; or, Philip's Book. 

By the Author of ''John Hali- 
fax." 
Story of an Apple. By 

Lady Campbell. 
The Cabin by the Wayside. 
Memoirs of a Doll. By 

Mrs. Bisset. 
Black Princess. 
Laura and Ellen; or, 

Time Works Wonders. 
Emigrant's Lost Son. By 

G. H. Hall. 
Runaways {The) and the 

Gipsies. 
Daddy DacrSs School. By 

Mrs. Hall. 
British Wolf Hunters. By 

Thomas Miller. 
Bow of Faith {The) ; or, 

Old Testament Lessons. By 

Maria Wright. 
Anchor of Hope; or, New 

Testament Lessons. By Maria 

Wright. 
Mrs. Loudon's Young 

Naturalist. 



s.d. 

Accidents of Childhood; or, I 6 

Stories for Heedless Children. 
Annie Maitland ; or, The 

Lesson of Life. By D. Rich- 
mond. 
Lucy Elton ; or, Home and 

School. By th^ Author of 

" The Twins." 
Daily ThoughtsforChildreu. 

By Mrs. Geldart. 
Emilie the Peacemaker. By 

Mrs. Geldart. 
Truth is Everything. By 

Mrs. Geldart. 
Christmas Holidays. By 

Miss Jane Strickland. 
Rose and Kate; or, The 

Little Howards. 
Aunt Emma. By the 

Author of u Rose and Kate." 
The Island of the Rainbow. 

By Mrs. Newton Crossland. 
Max Frere ; or, Return 

Good for Evil. 
Rainbows in Springtide. 
The Child's First Book of 

Natural History. By A. L. 

Bond. 
Florence the Orphan. 
The Castle and Cottage. By 

Perring. 
Fabulous Histories. By 

Mrs. Trimmer. 
School Days at Harrow. 
Mrs. Barbauld's Lessons. 
Holidays at Limewood. 
Traditions of Palestine. By 

Martineau. 

On the Sea. By Miss Camp- 
bell. 
Games and Sports. 
The Young Angler* 
Athletic Sports. 
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Eighteenpenny Juveniles— continued. 



s.d. 

I 6 Games of Skill. 

Scientific Amusements, 
Miriam and Rosette. 
Ruth Hall. By Fanny Fern. 



The Picture Book of Ani- 
mals and Bints. 

Boy Life on the Water. 

Original Poems. Complete. 
By A. and J. Taylor. 



Edited and Compiled by J. E. Carpenter. 
Fcap. 241110, boards, with fancy covers. 



I O 



Modern. 


New Standard. 


Popular. 


The Entertainers. 


Universal. 


The Comic Vocalist. 


Comic. 


New Scotch. 


National. 


New Irish. 


Humorous. 


The Moral. 


New British. 


The Religious. 



In small 4to, fancy cover, each with 48 pages of Plates. 



1 ° Master Jack. 
Mamma's Return. 
Nellie and Bertha. 
The Cousins. 
Tales of the Genii. 
Sindbad the Voyager. 
Robin Hood. 
Prince Hempseed. 



The Enchanted Horse. 

Dame Mitchell and her Cat. 

Nursery Rhymes. 

The Tiger Lily, 

The Lent Jewels. 

Bible Stories. 

My Best Frock. 



!**- 



London and New York. 
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In post 8vo, price Is., well printed, with Illustrations. 



Grace Greenwood's Stories 

for her Nephews and Nieces. 

Helen's Fault. By the 

Author of "Adelaide Lindsay." 
The Cousins. By Miss 

M 'In tosh. 
Ben Howard; or, Truth 

and Honesty. By C. Adams. 
Bessie and Tom ; A Book 

for Boys and Girls. 
Beechnut : A Franconian 

Story. By Jacob Abbott. 
Wallace: A Franconian 

Story. By Jacob Abbott. 
Madeline. By Jacob. Abbott. 
Mary Erskine. By Jacob 

Abbott. 
Mary Bell By Jacob Ab- 
bott. 
Visit to my Birth-place. By 

Miss Bunbury. 
Carl Krinken ; or, The 

Christmas Stocking. By Miss 

Wetherelf. 
Mr. Rutherford's Children. 

By Miss Wetherell. 
Mr. Rutherford } s Children. 

2nd series. By Miss Wetherell. 
Emily Herbert. By Miss 

M'Intosh. 
Rose and Lillie Stanhope. 

By Miss M'Intosh. 
Casper. By Miss Wetherell. 
The Brave Boy ; or, Chris- 
tian Heroism. 
Magdalene and Raphael. 
The Story of a Mouse. By 

Mrs. Perring. 
Our Charlie. By Mrs. 

Stowe. 
Village School-feast. By 

Mrs. Perring. 
Nelly, the Gipsy Girl. 



The Birthday Visit. 

Miss Wetherell. 
Stories for Week Days and 

Sundays. 
Maggie and Emma. By 

Miss M'Intosh. 
Charley and Georgie; or, 

• The Children at Gibraltar. 
Story of a Penny. By Mrs. 

Perring. 
Aunt Maddy's Diamonds. 

By Harriet Myrtle. 
Two School Girls. By Miss 

Wetherell. 
The Widow and her Daugh- 
ter. By Miss Wetherell. 
Gertrude and her Bible. By 

Miss Wetherell. 
The Rose in the Desert. 

By Miss Wetherell. 
7Ke Little Black Hen. By 

Miss Wetherell. 
Martha and Rachel. By 

Miss Wetherell. 
The Carpenter's D.iughtcr. 

By Miss Wetherell. 
The Prince in Disguise. By 

Miss Wetherell. 
The Story of a Cat. By 

Mrs. Perring. 
Easy Poetry for Children. 

With a Coloured Frontispiece 

and Vignette. 
The Basket of Flowers. 

With a Coloured Frontispiece 

and Vignette. 
Ashgrove Farm. By Mrs. 

Myrtle. 
The Story of a Dog. By 

Mrs. Perring. 
Rills from the Fountain : 

A Lesson for the Young. By 

Rev. Richard Newton. 



s.d. 
By I o 



2o Qeorge Routledge & Sons' Juvenile Books. 
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One-Shilling Juveniles — continued. 



o The Angel of the Iceberg, 
By the Rev. John Todd. 

Todd's Lectures for Chil- 
dren, ist series. 

2nd series. 

Little Poems for Little 
Readers. 

Minnie's Legacy. 

Neighbourly Love. 

Kitty' s Victor;: 

Elise and her Rabbits. 

Happy Charlie. 

Annie Price. 

The Little Oxleys. By Mrs. 
W. Denzey Burton. 

Book of One Syllable. With 
Coloured Plates. 

LittleHelps. With Coloured 
Plates. 

Uncle Tom's Cabin, for 
Children. 

Aunt Margaret's Visit. 

Kecpei^s Travels in Search 
of his Master. 

Richmond's Annals of the 
Poor. 



Poetry 



Child's Illustrated 
Book. 

The New Book of One Syl- 
lable. 

Blanche and Agnes. 

The Lost Chamois Hunter. 

The Gates Ajar. 

The Sunday Book of One 
Syllable. 

Mrs. Sedgzuick's Pleasant 
Tales. 

Uncle Frank's Horn eStorics. 

Village Sketches. I st ser it s. 

2nd series. 

Our Poor Neighbours. 

Tales in Short Words. 

Watts' s Songs. 

./Esop's Fables. 

Language and Poetry 
Flowers. 

Stuyvesant, 

Susan Gray. 

Original Poems, ist series. 

2nd series. 

Nursery Rhymes. 



v 



Price Is. each. 



o Dance Album. With Rules and Music. Cloth, gilt edges. 

The Nursery Library. 12 Books in a Packet. 1st and 

2nd series. 
Stories for Sundays. By Rev. H. C. Adams. Two series. 

12 Books in Packet 
Routledge *s British Reading-Book. Plate on every page, 

demy 8vo, cloth. 
Routledge 's British Spelling- Book. Demy 8vo, cloth. 

A Coloured Picture- Book' for the Little Ones. Small 4I0, 

fancy cover. 
Routledge' s Comic Reciter. Fcap. 8vo, boards. 

Popular Reciter. Fcap. 8vo, boards. 

Ready-Made Speeches. Fcap. 8vo, boards. 
The Nursery Library. 12 Books in a Packet 



London and New York. 
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Fcap. 8vo, boards, If. each, with fancy covert. 



New Charades for the Draw- 
ing Room. By Author of " A 
Trap to Catch a Sunbeam." 

Riddles and Jokes, 

The Dream Book and For- 
tune Teller. 



for 



s. 

the l 



Acting Proverbs 

Drawing Room. 
Fly Notes on Conjuring, 
Original Double Acrostics, 

2nd series. 

A Shilling's Worth of Fun. 



% 



pMtf* IpqKttttg jhwiiitet 

With Coloured Plates, x8mo, cloth, gilt 



Ally and her Schoolfellow, 
Loyal Charlie Bentham. 
Simple Stories for Children, 
A Child's First Book, 
Story of Henrietta. 
Storiesfrom English History, 
Life of Robinson Crusoe. 
Little Paul and the Moss 

Wreaths. 

Watts' Divine Moral Songs, 



Cobwebs to Catch Flies. O 9 

Barbauld's Hymns in Prose, 

Prince Arthur. 

A Winter's Wreath. 

Twelve Links, 

Easy Talks, 

Susan and the Doll. 

Juvenile Tales. 

Six Short Stories. 

The Captive Skylark. 



Royal 33010, with Illustrations. 
These aro also kept in Paper Covers, price id. each. 



History of My Pets. 
Hubert Lee, 
Ellen Leslie. 
Jessie Graham. 
Florence Arnott. 
Blind Alice. 
Grace and Clara. 
Recollections of My Child- 
hood. 



Egerton Roscoe. 
Flora Mortimer. 
Charles Hamilton. 
Story of a Drop of Water. 
The False Key. 
The Bracelets. 
Waste Not, Want Not. 
Tarlton ; or, Forgive and 
Forget. 



06 



J 



22 George Routledge & Sons' Juvenile. Books. 



SixrENNY Story Books — continued. 



6 Lazy Lawrence, and the 

White Pigeon. 
The Barring Out. 
The Orphans and Old Poz. 
The Mimic, 
77ie Purple Jar, and other 

Tales. 
The Birthday Present, and 

the Basket Woman. 
Simple Susan. 
The Little Merchants. 
Tale of the Universe, 
Robert Dawson. 
Kate Campbell. 
Basket of Flowers. 
Babes in the Basket, 
The Jewish Twins. 
Children on the Plains. 
Little Henry and his Bsarer. 
Learning better than Houses 

and Lands. 
MaiuVs First Visit to her 

Aunt. 

Easy Poems. Plain edges. 
The Boy Captive. By Peter 

Parley. 
Stories of Child Life. 
The Dairyman's Daughter. 
Arthur's Tales for the 

Young. 
Hawthorne's Gentle Boy. 
Pleasant and Profitable. 
Parley's Poetry and Prose. 
Arthur's Stories for Little 

Girls. 
Arthur's Last Penny. 
The Young Cottager. 



Parley's Thomas Titmouse. 
Arthur's Christmas Story. 
The Lost Lamb. 
Arthur's Stories for Little 
Boys. 

Arthur's Book about Boys. 

Arthur's Organ Boy. 

Margaret Jones. 

The Two School Girls. 

Widow and her Daughter. 

The Rose in the Desert. 

The Little Black Hen. 

Martha and Rachel. 

The Carpenter's Daughter. 

The Prince in Disguise. 

Gertrude and her Bible. 

Bright-eyed Bessie. 

The Contrast. By Miss 

Edgeworth. 
The Grateful Negro. By 

Miss Edgeworth. 
Jane Hudson. 
A Kiss for a Blow. 
Young Negro Servant. 
Lina and her Cousins. 
The Gates Ajar. Plain edges 
Sunday School Reader. 
Hearty Staves. 
Contentment better than 

Wealth. 
Robinson Crusoe. 
Patient Working no Loss. 
No such Word as Fail. 
Tales of Truth <5r» Kindness. 
Edward Howard. 




London and New York. 
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In 64010, 6d. each, cloth gilt, with Coloured Frontispiece. 



Language of Flowers. 
Etiquette for Genthmen, 
Etiquette of Courtship and 
Matrimony. 

Etiquette for Ladies, 



Ball Room Manual, 
Handbook of Carving, 
Toasts and Sentiments, 
How to Dress well. 



t.d. 
06 



Edited by J. E. Carpenter. Fcap. 48010, fancy covers. 



Fireside Songster, 
Home Songster, 
British Song Book, 
The Select Songster, 
The Convivial Songster, 
Merry Songs for Merry 

Meetings. 
The Funny Maris Song 

Book. 
The Fashionable Song Book, 
Drawing-Room Song Book. 
The Laughable Song Book. 
The Sensation Songster. 
Everybody's Song Book, 
The Social Songster, 



Family Song Book, 
Amusing Songster, 
The Social Songster. 
Songs for all Seasons. 
The Droll Ditty Song Book. 
The Whimsical Songster. 
Highland Songster, 
Blue Bell Songster, 
Shamrock Songster. 
Mavourncen Songster. 
The Sacred Song Book. 
The Devout Songster. 
Songs for the Righteous. 
Songs of Grace, 
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In royal 32010, 6d. each, with Illustrations, boards. 



O 6 Swimming and Skating. By 

the Rev. J. G. Wood. 
Gymnastics. 
Chess. With Diagrams. By 

G. F. Pardon. 
Whist. 
Billiards and Bagatelle. By 

G. F. Pardon. 
Draughts and Backgammon. 

By G. F. Pardon. 
Cricket. 
The Cardplayer. By G. F. 

Pardon. 
Rowing and Sailing. 
Riding and Driving. 
Archery. 



BrotherSam'sConundrums. 

Manly Exercises : Boxing, 
Running, Walking, Training, 
&c By Stonehenge, &c. 

Croquet. By Edmund Rout- 
ledge. 
Fishing. 
Ball Games. 
Football. 
Conjuring. 
Quoits and Bowls. 
Shooting. 
Fireworks. 
Skating. 
Swimming. 
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For List see Sixpenny Juveniles, on page si. 



Each Illustrated with 125 Woodcuts by John Gilbert, Harrison 
Weir, and others. Crown 8vo, sewed, in fancy covers, 6d. each. 



o 6 Things In-doors. 

What we Eat and Drink. 
Animals and their Uses. 
Birds and Birds* Nests. 
Fishes, Butterflies, dr» Frogs. 
Trees, Shrubs, and Flowers. 
City Scenes. 



Rural Scenes. 
Country Enjoyments. 
How Things are Made. 
Soldiers and Sailors. 
Science and Art. 
Geography and Costume. 



London and New York. 
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ROUTLEDGE'S NURSERY LITERATURE. 



" No firm surpasses Messrs. Routledge in Sixpenny and Shilling 
Picture Story-Books. Could not be better drawn, printed, or 
coloured, if they cost twenty shillings instead of twelve pence. M — 
Standard, December 23, 287a 



'typM&S fffofttJKttlta ^tg^M?* 

In fancy coven, with Pictures printed in Colours. 



Cinderella, 

Little Red Riding-Hood. 
House that Jack Built. 
Cock Robin. 
My First Alphabet. 
Old Mother Goose. 
Babes in the Wood. 
This Little Pig went to 
Market. 



s.d. 
Old Woman who Lived in a o 3 

Shoe. 
Little Bo-Peep. 
Nursery Rhymes. 
Farm- Yard A B C. 
Jack and the Bean-Stalk. 
John Gilpin. 
Old Mother Hubbard. 
Three Bears. 



The following Volnmea are formed from the above Seriea:— 
In small 4to, cloth gilt, price 2s. each. 

Old Mother Hubbard's Picture Book. With 362 o 

Pages of Coloured Plates. 

My First Picture Book. With 36 Pages of Coloured 

Plates. 

In cloth gilt, price 3a. 6d. 

The Coloured Album for Children. 

Pages of Coloured Plates. 



With 72 3 6 
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Beautifully printed in Colours by 

Vincent Brooks, Dalziel 

Evans. In super-royal 

s.d. 

O 6 Cherry Orchard, 

Bible Alphabet. 

Cinderella. 

Three Bears. 

Nursery Alphabet. 

Little Totty. 

The Dogs' Dinner-Party . 

Puck and Pea- Blossom. 

Puss in Boots. 

Whittington and his Cat. 

Punch and Judy. 

John Gilpin. 

Blue Beard. 

Sindbad the Sailor. 

Jack and the Bean-Stalk. 

House that Jack Built. 

Old Woman and her Pig. 

A, Apple Pie. 

Tom Thumb's Alphabet. 

Baron Munchausen. 

Butterfly's Ball. 

Picture Alphabet. 

The White Cat. 

Valentine and Orson. 

Arthur's Alphabet. 

Dorothy Frump, 

Singing Birds. 

Parrots and Talking Birds. 

Dogs. 

Birds. 

Cock Robin. 

Railroad Alphabet. 

Alphabet for Good Boys and 
Girls. 

The Sea-Side Alphabet. 

Greedy Jem and his Little 
Brothers. 



Messrs. Leighton Brothers, 
Brothers, and Edmund 
8vo, Fancy Wrappers. 



The Farm- Yard Alphabet. 
Our Puss and her Kittens. 
Hop o' my Thumb. 
Jack the Giant Killer. 
Little Red Riding- Hood. 
Beauty and the Beast. 
Mother Hubbard. 
Happy Days of Childhood. 
Little Dog Trusty. 
The Cats' Tea-Party. 
The Babes in the Wood. 
Wild Animals. 
British Animals. 
The Frog who would a- 

Wooing Go. 
The Faithless Parrot. 
The Farm- Yard. 
Horses. 

Old Dame Trot. 
Sing a Song of Sixpence, 
The Waddling Frog. 
The Old Courtier. 
Multiplication Table. 
Chattering Jack. 
King Cole. 
Prince Long Nose. 
The Enraged Miller. 
The Hunchback. 
Hoiv Jessie was Lost. 
Grammar in Rhyme. 
Baby's Birthday. 
Pictures from the Streets. 
Lost on the Sea-Shore. 
Animals and Birds. 
A Child's Fancy Dress Ball. 
A Child's Evening Party. 
Annie and Jack in London. 
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Sixpenny Toy-Books— continued. 



One, Two, Buckle my Shoe. 
Mary's New Doll. 
When the Cat's Away. 
Naughty Puppy. 
Children's Favourites. 
Little Minnie's Child Life. 
King Nutcracker. 
British Soldiers. 
British Sailors. 
British Volunteers. 
King Grisly Beard. 

Host of the above may also bo had, strongly Mounted on Cloth, Is. 



Rumpelstiltsken. O 6 

The Fairy Ship. 
Adventures of Puffy. 

This Little Pig went to 

Market. 
King LuckUboy's Party. 
Aladdin. 

Noah's Ark Alphabet. 
Our Pets. 
Nursery Rhymes. 



The following Volumes are formed from the above Series, in super- 
royal 8vo, cloth gilt, price 3s. 6d. each ; or mounted 
on linen, 5s. each. 



FIEST SERIES, containing 

The Little Hunchback. . I Little Red Riding- Hood. 36 
Old Dame Trot and her \ Beauty and the Beast. 
Wonderful Cat. 

SECOND SERIES, containing 

The Farm- Yard. I Puss and her Kittens. 

Greedy Jem and his Six The Frog who would a* 
Brothers. I Wooing Co. 

THIRD SERIES, containing 
Happy Days of Childhood. 1 Hop 0' my Thumb. 
Sing a Song of Sixpence. Gaping, Wide- Mouthed, 

I Waddling Frog. 

FOURTH SERIES, containing 

Chattering Jack. % I The Multiplication Table. 

The Faithless Parrot. \ Prince with the Long Nose. ' 

FIFTH SERIES, containing 

How Jessie was Lost. I The Babes in the Wood* 

Grammar in Rhyme. \ Little Dog Trusty. 
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Coloured Picturk-Books— continued. 

s d SIXTH SEBIES, containing 

36 The Fancy Dress Ball. I The Enraged Miller 
Annie and Jack in London. \ Old King Cole. 

SEVENTH SEBIES, containing 
The Juvenile Party. I History of Our Pets. 

One, Two % Buckle my Shoe. \ The Cats* Tea-Party. 

EIGHTH SEBIES, containing 
King Grisly Beard. I Rumpelstiltsken. 

The Fairy Ship. \ The Adventures of Puffy. 

ANIMALS AND BIRDS, containing 

Wild Animals. I British Animals. 

Parrots. \ Singing Birds. 

BOOK OF ALPHABETS, containing 

The Railroad Alphabet. I The Sea-Side Alphabet. 
The Good Boys' and Girls' The Farm- Yard Alphabet. 

Alphabet. 

KING LUCKIEBOTS PICTUBE-BOOK, containing 
King Luckieboy's Party. I The Old Courtier. 
This Little Pig went to \ Picture Book of Horses. 
Market. 

OUB PETS' PICTURE-BOOK, containing 

The History of Our Pets. I Aladdin. 

Nursery Rhymes. \ Noah's Ark ABC. 



In super-royal 8vo, cloth gilt, price 51. 

Walter Crane's Pictu re-Book. Containing 64 Pages 
of Pictures, designed by Walter Crane, viz.:— 

Chattering Jack. 



S OKing Luckieboy's Party. 
The Old Courtier. 
How Jessie was Lost. 
The Fairy Ship. 



Annie and Jack in London. 
Grammar in Rhyme. 
The Multiplication Table in 
Verte. 



ROUTLEDGE'S 
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With large Original Illustrations by H. S. Marks, J. D. Wat. oj», 
* Harrison Weir, and Khyl, beautifully printed in Colours. 
Demy 4to, in stiff wrapper ; or Mounted on Linen, 2*. 



Nursery Rhymes. 

Alphabet of Trades. 

Cinderella. 

Alphabet of Pretty Names. 

Old Testament Alphabet. 

The Three Little Kittens. 

The History of Five Little 

Pigs. 
Tom Thumbs Alphabet* 
Nursery Songs. 
New 'Testament Alphabet. 
Our Farm-Yard Alphabet 
The History of Moses. 
The History of Joseph. 
The Alphabet of Flowers. 
Nursery Rhymes. 
The Life of Our Lord. 
The Three Bears. 
Little Red Riding-Hood. 
New Tale of a Tub. 
Nursery Tales. 
Old Mother Hubbard. 
Pictures from English His- 
tory. 1 st Period. 

Ditto. 2nd Period. 

Ditto. 3rd Period. 

Ditto. 4th Period. 
Puss in Boots. 



Tom Thumb. 
Babes in the Wood. 
Jack and the Beanstalk. 
The Laughable A B C. 
Wild Animals. 1st series. 

Ditto. 2nd series. 

Ditto. 3rd series. 

Ditto. 4th series. 

Tame Animals. 1st series. 

Ditto. 2nd series. 

Ditto. 3rd series. 

Ditto. 4th series. 

My Mother. 

The Dogs' Dinner-Party. 
Little Dog Trusty. 
The White Cat. 
The Ugly Duckling. 
Dash and the Ducklings. 
Reynard the Fox. 
Alphabet of Fairy Tales. 
Tittums and Fido. 
Anne and her Mamma. 
The Cats' Tea-Party. 
Baby. 

Henny-Penny. 
Peacock at Home. 
Sleeping Beauty. 



d. 
o 
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The following Volumes are formed from the foregoing Series :— 

s. <i. ■ 

5 oThe Henny-Penny Picture Book. Containing 

" Henny-Penny," " Sleeping Beauty," " Baby," and " The Pea- 
cock at Home/' With 24 Pages of Coloured Plates. 

Routledge's Nursery Book. Containing "Nursery 

Rhymes," "Mother Hubbard," "Alphabet of Pretty Names," 
and " Cinderella." With 24 Pages of Coloured Plates. 

The Poll Parrot Picture Book. Containing 

"Tittums and Fido," "Reynard the Fox," "Anne and her 
Mamma," and "The Cats' Tea- Party." 

Routledge's Coloured ABC Book. Containing 

"The Alphabet of Fairy Tales," "The Farm-Yard Alphabet," 
"Alphabet of Flowers," and "Tom Thumb's Alphabet." 

My Mother's Picture Book. Containing "My 

Mother," "The Dogs' Dinner- Party," "Little Dog Trusty, "and 
" The White Cat." Large 4to, cloth. 

The Red Riding-Hood Picture Book. Containing 

"Red Riding-Hood," "Three Bears," "Three Kittens," and 
" Dash and the Ducklings." Large 4to, cloth. 

Our Nurse's Picture Book. Containing "Tom 

Thumb," " Babes in the Wood," " Jack and the Beanstalk," and 
" Puss in Boots." Large 4to, cloth. 

The Child's Picture Book of Domestic Animals. 

Containing Tame Animals, First, Second, Third, and Fourth 
Series. With 12 large Plates, printed in Colours by Kronheim. 
Large oblong, cloth. 

The Child's Picture Book of Wild Animals. 

Containing Wild Animals, First, Second, Third, and Fourth 
Series. 12 large Plates, printed in Colours by Kronheim. Large 
oblong, cloth. 6 

Pictures from English History. Containing "Pic- 
tures from English History," First, Second, Third, and Fouith 
Series. 93 Coloured Plates by Kronheim. Demy 4 to, cloth. 
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Price 3s. 6d. each. , 4 

For a Good Child. Containing "The Alphabet of 3 6 
Trades," " The Cits' Tea- Party," and "Cinderella." With 18 
Pages of Coloured Plates. 

Routledge's Picture Book. Containing "The Farm 

Yard Alphabet," "The Alphabet of Flowers," and "The Pretty 
Name Alphabet" With 18 Pages of Coloured Plates. 

A Present for My Darling. Containing "This 

Little Pig went to Market," " Nursery Talcs," and "Tom Thumb's 
Alphabet." With 18 Pages of Coloured Plates. 

The Good Child's Album. Containing "Red Riding- 
Hood," " Mother Hubbard and Cock Robin," and "The Three 
Kittens." With 18 Pages of Coloured Plates. 

Nursery Rhymes. With Plates by H. S. Marks. 
Nursery Songs. With Plates by H. S. Marks. 



THE BEST MAGAZINE FOB SOTS 

IS THE 

YOUNG GENTLEMAN'S MAGAZINE 

Edited by EDMUND ROUTLEDGE. 
MONTHLY, 6d. 



The Parts contain 64 royal 8vo pages, from Eight to Twelve 
Illustrations, and either a Coloured Plate or a Full-page Illus- 
tration on plate paper. 

Each Month about FIFTY PRIZES are offered for the Solu- 
tion of Puzzles, and TEN GUINEA, and TEN HALF- 
GUINEA PRIZES for Essays, Stories, Poems, Maps, Models, 
Paintings, &c, &c. 

The Annual Subscription for the Parts is ys. t on receipt of 
which sum the Parts for Twelve Months will be sent, post free, 
as they appear. 

Part XII., the First Part of the New Volume, appeared on 
the 28th of November, 1872. 

All the Stories are Complete in the Volume in which they are 
commenced. 

The following Stories commence in early Numbers of the Volume ;— 
With a Stout Heart : A Story of a Boy's Adventures in 

India. By Mrs. Sale Barker. 
The Man-o'-War's Bell : A Tale of the Sea, in Ten 

Chapters. By Lieut. C. R. Low, (late) I.N. 

The English at the North Pole : A . aval Story, with 

250 Illustrations. 

A New Story of School Life. By the Rev. H. C. 

Adams, M.A., Author of "The Cherry Stones," &c, &c. 



CONTRIBUTORS. 



Rev. H. C. Adams. 
Thomas Archer. 
R. M. Ballantyne. 
Lady Barker. 
Mrs. Sale Barker. 
J. T. Burgess. 
Colonel Drayson, R.A. 
W. W. Fenn. 
Samuel Highley, F.G.S. 
Tom Hood. 



Henry Kingsley. 
W. H. G. Kingston. 
Lieut. C. R. Low. 
Professor Pepper. 
Charles H. Ross. 
Major Gen. Sir THOMAS 

Seaton, K.C.B. 
Barbara Semple. 
Douglas Straight, M.P. 
Rev. J. G. Wood. 



And others. 

London : 6. EOUTLEDGE ft SONS, The Broadway, Ludgate. 

New York : The Willmer & Rogkrs News Co., 47, Nassau St, 

And of all respectable Booksellers. 



J. OGDBN AMD CO., PRINTERS, 1 7 3, ST. JOHN STREET, LONDON, B.C. 



